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Madam ! 
HEN Relivion appears in 4 declipatio 
Stare, only the greateſt Hands can re- 
vive the expirins Virgin, moke |: fr 
Blaſhes ruſh out again into het * faded ('breks, 
and ſtubborn and unaurturd Souls fubmit to the 
{acred Violence of her prevailins Beanties, 
Aimighty God 1s the Crea; Phrifcten who 
alonecan make this happy Ch: ingem Hor wno, 
as deſcended from Hzwwjc!f, dep: -nds upon Is 
Smile;, and lives and conquers only zo and for 
Hun : but He makes Prizces Nurſizo Mi hers 
and Pr inceſſes Nurſize Mothers to that heave: ly 
Charmer. He madc a Royal Unbeliewor the Fa- 
trone(s of his Friend, the Founder of Tacaiſm, 
expo>'d tothe unc ertain Fluves of the :l- AF; d 
has appointed Tor Royal Highneſs, the 2rextrf 
Princeſs of the Chris Name, the blett Pry. 
tectre{s of "that Divine Relinion, profeſtin tha: 
Church which he has here Fornde: d in hi; 072 mo? 
promes Blood. | 
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I have endeavour'd toreduce 4 wardring Ha- 
gar, perverted Poetry, to the Service of her 
ſacred Miſtreſs; T have taught her to ſing 
the Songs of Sion 1n a degenerate Age; TI have 
filled her Mouth with holy Prayers, humble 
Praiſes, and devout Ejaculations ; have taught 
hertolookupagaintothat Heaven from whence 
ſhe came at firſt ; and that ſhe may hereafter 
take the Nobler Flights, T lay her an humble Pe- 
titioner at the Feet of Tour Royal Hip hneſs. 

However I have manag'd the Cauſe, Pm 


ſureT have taken Sanfauaryunder the beſt Protec- 


tion: Andif THE CHRISTIAN PATTERN, 
hugg'd ſooft in pious Boſomswhenin her r«ſtic& 
Habit, can now in a more refin?d State and 
cheereful Garb give any Delioht to Your Royal 
Hig hneſssretir'd Hoars; or, under the Shadow 
of to Auouſt 4 Name, make Religion and Prety 
more valued among reputed Chriſtians, T ſhall 
think my ſelf invidiouſly happy, and all thoſe 
Minutes well employ?d, which gave miean Op- 
portunity to aſſume the Title of God's and Your 
Royal Highneſs's | 


Moſt Humble, 
Moſt Faithfull, and 


Devoted Servant, 


Luke M1LBOURNS; 


$ 
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PREFACE. 


DET RY in elder days was the Servant of Religion; 
P by that our Anceſtors tranſmitted Divine Truths 
ro their Poſterity ;, and Prophets and Prieſts con- 
vey'd the Precepts of Morality and the Myſteries af 
Faith dowr to their Diſciples: and perhaps Holy Scripture 
it ſelf affords us nothing more Antient, than the Iſrzelites 
Song after the drowning of Pharaoh and his Egyptian 
Army in the Red Sea, and the Hiſtory of Job, which 
with the Songs of Moſes, Deborah, Habakkuk, and 
the Canticles, are the moſt exalted Pieces of Poeſy 
inthe World, | 

But as Religion her ſelf, the greateſt Beauty of the 
rational Soul, has been abus'd to cover the Extravagances 
of the worlt of Villains ; /o Poetry, the Gift of Hea- 
ven, has, by the Attivity of Hell and wicked Men, 
been perverted to affront its Giver, to explode Religion, 
to. vitiate Manners, and to countenance and encourage 
whatſoever might provoke God, and ſcandalize conſider- 
ing Men. 

Soft Words, harmonious Numbers, lofty Fancy, da- 
ring Figures, and noble Expreſſions, have been the | cat- 
_ Gold ro diſguiſe infeAious Pills. O:r mojt celebra- 
ted Poets of late have led the IWay to Vice, and the reſt 
of the crawling Vermine have ſometimes croak'd ever 
72 the Royal Chambers; Wit has been meaſur'd by its 
A 4 . Lewdnels, 
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Lewdneſs, and he has been eſteem'd the beſt Poet who 
has made the moſt numerous Proſelytes to the Devil. 
This Reflettion made ſome of my Reverend Brethren 
invite me to afſert the Antient-Rights of Poetry. They 
thought it worthy the Study of a Divine, to make her 
talk in her Original Language ; promotethe Honour of 
God, azd the Intereſts of Religion conviace the World 
tr-at heavenly things were capable of all the Embell:ſhments 


with which a Poetical Genius could accoutre them: and 


that without the ridiculous Garniture of a Fantaſtick 
Beau, Acligion might appear 14 publick with the charm- 
ing Modeſty of a Virgin, the Majeſty of a Queen, the 
Purity of an Angel, and the Awfulneſs of a God. 
IWhen I was perſwaded to try my Talent that way, the 
Bookſeller, whoſe Intereſt waslike ro be concern d, pitchfd 
upon the CHRISTIAN PATTERN, as meriting a bet - 
ter Dreſs than at preſent it appear'd 1. © The Original 
75 extreamly plain and very pious, much bougit np by 
well-inclin'd Chriſtians, and very likely ro advance De- 
votion. crſe may render it yet more pleaſant tothe 
Reader, more impreſſive oz rhe Memory rhe very mode 
of Expreſſion may add /orething to the Excellency of 
the Matter, ard bot together raije the Soul ro i #6! (or 
pitch in queſt of Divine Vertner, end nevoretia ty [e- 
{:CitV. 
The preſerit Book tict is the Pro rt offome, rv d 


Fi 


for, leiſure Hours. Wo was ze firit Author & 17, 


as impertinent a D: ſorifction, as that a'trr the true Alle 
thor sf the Fpiltles {rib 0 ro Phalaris, or the Writer 
of X.{o1v's Fables, Yet Monlicur Launoy bas diſchare*! 
Thomas 4 Kemps, ard 2/crives it ro fohn de Cana- 
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drive Chriſtians into a contioned Solitnde ; and r/at 


fearce COmpeEmMmeto eſt cen the Lords WH 144 al [uitktuti- 
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Book has a ſufficient Tin&ture »of the Age it was mrit- 
tea in; a four kind of Leaven 747: through it, which [ 
have ndbbant rd ſo far to purge out, that it m ht be 
at once a pleaſant 224 wholeſome Rer {tion for 4 ; Pious 
Contemplative Chriſtian, 

The Work ts a Paraphraſe, ſometimes cloſe. to the 
Text. ſometimes more Libertine, ai the matter world al- 
low. Sometimes I have only kept my Axtnor 10 View, at 
a diſtance, making his Religious my Chr iſtian'Pr jeſt, 
expungins his- whole 171th Chap. of Book I. for Tper- 
ſwade my [cif, that nothing but Perſecution ſhould 


Monaſteries and Convents, :%o/c Academics: 9/ Super- 
ſtition ad refin'd Lewdneſs, were none of the Inſti- 
tutions of the Goſpic, 

In the 4th Book, treati;:o wholly of the Euchariſt, ./ 
have treddcy with all the icaderneſs I could bermees the 
Extreims of Popiſh Superttition, and Phanatic Inde- 
CCncy and Slovenlineſs. 1leve mo empty STRATE Nor 4x 
I ambitiors to devour my Maker, A Seciuian world 


on of 9 weight, an uahtoly thing; zer cold all rhe 
Syp23:8ry of a Hind Jet ionic, and EiVIAg gondly 
WW ords Sper, Pace A oh; al &s te Conſecrat cd kicmet ts, 
45 if 4.ey were tranſuvil tated ito God. 
Dying Matter of the Boo. 75 feri, 2XUs and grave, but full 
© Brears and REp 1CE1TIONS, Win were rot ahvays to be 
EVI GE, Arid ma Ac it the ha: i io 199d nou7 Eve -:7.104's to 
every Carpan 94010 nught te dr tre £121." F116 e Stile 15 4 
7y MCA, 4 there ore. l: Te c. bly / i2ment ; To 
eB our Saviour's Sermon 0a the Mon OCwith#? irgll's 
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Violence of a hot Brain ; and too much Light may ſtrike 
a Man.quite blind ; yet humble«as the Original is Thave 
Sometimes adventur'd to ſoar a little, but never out of 
Sight. To compenſate for the meanneſs of the Stile, I 
bave dreſt it out in the greater Variety of Numbers,and 
have tuned them to the Judicious Ear, ſo as nothing in 
them may ſound harſh or ungratefull, and inſtead of the 
Original Chapters, 7 have pat a Text of Scripture, 
generally pretty appoſite, in the head of every Diviſion 
It may now perhaps ſuperſede the Common Engliſh Proſe 
Tranſlation; but I'm not for diſcarding even Sternhold 
and Hopkins for a worſe Verſion of David's Pſalms, 
or that Proſe for tedious and ill-ſounding Rhimes. 
The 3d Book, being all Dialogue, I have given all fit- 
zing Variety to, without reſolving it into Stanza's. Ir 
ſhort, by the Smoothneſs of the Verſe, the genera/ 
Corre@neſs of the Engliſh, and that pious Air which 
runs thro the whole, ſome I hope may be drawn to admire 
Divine Poetry, and to court a native Lovelineſs more 
than a flaunting adulterated Beauty. 
* The Employ was a haypy Diverſion of thoſe Melan+ 
cholic Thoughts w7:ch elſe might have affetted one too 
much, who bad met with no extraordinary good Uſage 
from the World. In it Fendeavonr'd as much as poſſible 
ro make the Author's Sentiments, /o far as juftifahle, 
my own ; and the Peruſer may read my Heart and the 
Original Compoſers together. And indeed whoever 
would Tranſlate or Paraphraſe an Author well, muſt 
try to work up himſelf to the ſame temper he was 
in when he wrote the Original. A narrow Soul 
can't exvibit the Excelleacies of Homer or Virgil 7 
another Language ; or will David's Harp ſound well 
in any Hand, but where the ſam: Spirit, who pw 
that 


The PREFACE. 'X1 
that ſweet Singer of lirael, has in ſome meaſure poſſeſt 
the Heart, and harmoniz'd the Life and Converſation. 

I expett the Criticks ſhould ſpend their Verdidts upon 
the Performance, As for the SubjeQ& it's too much out 
of the road of the Witty Tribe ;, they'l let it alone for the 
ſame reaſon, for which Aretine ſpoke no evil of God. 
But they'l carp at an Epithet, or nibble at a Phraſe ;, and 
look upon it as very Aﬀrontive that a little Theologue 
ſhould pretend acquaintance with the Muſes, that he 
ſhould preſume to cenſure the Brethren of Parnaſſus, or 


divert Poetry from the Service of lewd Miſtreſſes , 


jrom Burleſquing the moſt Divine Truths, from pro- 
fane Rants , and blaſphemous Flights, from the Sla-- 
very of an obſcene Stage, and gratifying a corrupted 
Populace. To all this He mafflead Guilty »He owns 
he loves and reverences that Holy Religion which they 
ſeoff at, and ridicule ;, and here, as a late Author expreſs 
fes it, Is a Field of Satyr open'd to Him: But he had 


. * rather ſpend his Time in compoſing Hymns #0 the Glory 


of his Maker, than Satyrs pon an Atheiſtical Crew z 
not that he fears their Returns, but he thinks every 
Minute miſpent which 1s laid out upon them. 

I pretend not yet that I have made a compleat Poem 
of the Chriſtian Pattern ;' perhaps even the great Cor- 
neille faild iz that, tho ſome ſay his Paraphraſe on our 
Author was his Maſterpiece. I dream not of having ho- 
nour'd my Country, exalted my Mother Tongue, 
tat T have wrong'd my Author leſs than others 
have done, that my Faults are neither groſs nor fre- 
quent, ard ai! thar, Thoſe who are usd to admire 
themſelves, can't forbcar it when they have one 
Foot in the Grave ; bz the old Hound deſerves the 
Cudgel who thinks he can pinch 4s Cloſe when his Teeth 
are 
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are. out, as he could in his more vigorons Years, If 
a good. Chriſtian, as wel! as a good Critick, ſherss 
me my Error, T'll correct /t ;, Criticifin ſhould aim 
only at mending what's amiſs. The true Critick 
diſtinguiſhes of ' the Stiles of Authors, g:ves us an Au- 
thentick Text, and rhe true Import of Words 7 
particular Writers; ſhews the difference between ſpu- 
rions and gennine Pieces, that Relation there is between 
Mens Writings, and the Laws and Uſages of rhe 
Countries or Places they write in or about - He tries to 
fix the Xra's of great Revolutions, and of particu- 
lar, if conſiderable, Events, and endeavornrs to ſhew the 
Cryptick Senſe of the moſt learned or obſcur ce Author, 
The Critick who employs himſelf thus, deferues not the 
Charafter of il] Nature, he only helps to ſet things 1n 
their true Light ; where-he ſhews any Man his MiC- 
takes, he g:ves him an 1 1 tuwmity of reAifying *um, 
that he may look out into the Worl:! with tne Eulovies of 
ſome reaſonable Creature veſic himſelf, He Jers the 
World fee how much they are oft impos 'd on by Names and 
Noile, and how juſtly they may complain, 


Grandia ſepe quibus mandavimus Hordea fulcis, 
Intclix Lolium & ſteriles naſcuntur avene. 


Whicn, notwit! iſt 1dins the New Verſion »f th, ar great 
Poet, Pd render thus, 


Oft where with faireſt Grain we ſow'd the Fields, 
Darnel and barren Oats the lackleſsHarveſt yeilds. 


Some Gentlemen perhays, who, by the Religion they 
profeſs, claim kindred with Heathens, Jews, and Ma- 
hometans 
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hometans ( for it's good to be of the ſtrongeſt fide) may 
think I have gone out of my way (that's the Word) 
under the laſt Head ro meet with them. I muſt confeſs 
T have ſome Obligations ro themg which in due time, 
God willing, 1 ſhall very faithfully diſcharge. [cant 
wonder that th zoſe who have calld my Mother Whore, 
ſhould fix a malicious Charatter pou Me. They are 
a Gener ation formidable, not for their reaſoning Facul- 
bit for their Jeſuitiſin and Impudence. T hey deal 
_ the Defenders of Truth as e/&thiop:an Apes with 
their Enemy ihe Lion: ; they fling all the Sand and Dult 
they.can rake together into his Mouth and Eyes, and then 
F111 away grinning, ana ' hope to eſcape in a Cloud of 
their own Railing. They ſhelter their Sawcineſs under 
the Pretence of 2 fine NEW Diſcovery ; they have 
ford ( coubtleſs aſter much Faſting and Prayer, as Fa- 
ther Lz&lius of 0/4) that there are Nominal and Real 
{ rimtarians rand mn,0 would regard them who are ſo 
divided among themſelves ? ) as if thoſe who aſſert 
the Father, Son aud Holy Ghoſt 70 be real diſtin&t 
Perſons o Subiiftences in the ſame Divine Nature, 
and thoſe who aſſert, That every particular Perſon 
has his own pecultar Mode of Subfiſtence in that 
[IVC Nature, aid not both believe a teal TTti- 
nity. O0;, as if "they were 0r to be credited in 
their molt ſolemn Alleverations, when rheſe Night- 
Birds, «eclareing weir Agreement with the Church of 
E aglaud ( that luperanuated Beldam, that Empire 
of King Vberon, as they ſometimes very reſpettfully call 
Her ) expett to be believed ; tho to believe them a Man 
muſt crack more Flaſhoods and notoriorns Contradictions 
than all thoſe Myſteries amornt to, which they have pre- 
rended 10 break their Teeth 1150:., Tndeed if they'd 
. own 
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owe once that the Father in and by Himſelf :s :fi- 
nite, Eternal, Incomprehenſible, &c. that the Son is in 
and by Himſelf, Infinire, Eternal, Incomprehenſi- 
ble, &C. and that the Holy Gholt :s in and by Himſelf, 
Infixite, Eternal, Incomprehenſible, &c. they will agree 
in that Point with the Church of England ; and the Ar- 
gument dedrcible from thoſe Conceſſions, to prove that 
the Father is God, the Son God, and the Holy Ghoſt 
God; and yet that there 1s and can be but one God, 
will amount to a Demonſtration. 

They tell us indeed that their Writings look like fair 
well-furniſh'd Houſes, where every thawg zs plain and 
regular; but they may remember the ſamons Manchegan 
Hero, who was as eminent. for Chivalry as they are for 
Divinity, took the beggarly Vent for a ſtately Caſtle, 


bare Walls and Sluttiſhneſs for noble Furniture, and 
a pair of Stroling Drabs for beautiful Damſels and 


Tuſtrious Princeſſes. Again, they find nothins but © © 


dark adobſcure inthecleareſt Vindications of Erer- 
nal Truth, but it”s becauſe they are always blind at Home, 
and their Eyes are in the ends of the Earth. Indeed 
;f Religion wazted Butfoons or Merry Andrews, the 
Gentlemen might be of fome uſe to Her : For, for a 
rude or Impertinent Jeſt, a modiſh Droll, 4 blaſphe- 
mous Flirt, or a long Declamation zz praiſe of their 
own Elixirs, Orvietaus, or Pouders of Pimperlim- 
pimp, 'they'd ourdamoſt of our riding Quacks, or Ger- 
man Jugelers; but for found Reaſon, Cyryſippus his 
Dog outveyed um ;, and Balaam's Aſs might much better 
than They, have ſuperſeded the neceſſity of Divine Re- 
velation. Anſwers to them are to the leſs purpoſe, be- 
cauſe they murder us ſo with their repeated Crambe's, 


their wretched Quelq; Choſe ſhall be ſet again a hun- 
dred 
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dred times upon the ſame Table, only made a little pol- 
nant with the Sauce ofa new Scoff, or the Haut-gout of 
a Jeer; and Nothing, ot the Eternal Deity himſelf, 
can eſcape the ridicule, when theſe Saints of a new 
Stamp take Pen in hand, to aſſert the Reaſonableneſs of 
Chriſtianity, ro examine Scripture accurately, to ex- 
plode Myſtery, and to blaſpheme the Holy and Un- » 
divided Trinity. * 

It's hard'to think they can have any Reverence for 
true Religion, who write only for the Diverſion of 
thoſe who have none. Ard we know what great De- 
ſigns their late celebrated Champion had; Scripture 
appear'd to him a meer Heap of Contradicions: and 
robe reveng'd on thoſe who would not ſwallow Chriſtianity 
withour Myſteries, he pionfly reſolv*d to ſer up Mahu- 
metiſm 2 oppoſition 70 zt ; and doubrle/s he knew very 
well, that neither Scripture, nor the Churches anti-. 
ent Confeſſions of Faith, contain'd half ſo many Ar- 
Euments for the Unitarian Divinity as the Alcoran. 
Myſteries in Religion are very offenſive ro ſome weak 
Fyes. Men of no Religion may perhaps be thought fit- 
reſt ro write the Hiſtory of it , they muſt needs be 1- 
partial becauſe they have 20 Intereſt in the Subject 
they treat of : bur for en of looſe Lives to decry 
what they call Prieſt-craft, for: Men of very ordinas 
Ty Intellectuals ro explode Myſteries, and for thoſe” 
of no Principles ro rake por *um to refine and vin- 
dicate Chriſtianity, 7s a Demonſtration chat Chril- 
tianity is the beſt Religion, Myſteries truly uſeful 
in it, and the Chriſtian Prieſthood the nobleſt, rho, 
the moſt invidious, Employment in the \Vorld. Pricit- 
craft :s grown a Cant-word, #54 by thoughtleſs Ani- 
mals, who ſeldom know their own meaning it. Some- 
thing 
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thing they'r angry at: They cant ſleep quietly in their 

Vices; they cart live peaceably like Heathens in a 
Chrittian Country ; they cat devour the Patrimony 
of the Church without oppoſition, zor ſet up Athe- 
iſm without the danger of a Reprimand from ſome 
}1I-bred Blackcoat. 1» ſhort, Religion's againſt them, 
and therefore they are relolv'd to be againſt it. Thzs 
ſhould 7cader it the more valuable ro ſober Mens; zt 
ſhould make them ſtudy by Practical Holineſs, as well 
45 weighty Arguments, 79 cruſh the Heads of Athe- 
ilm and Hereſy; to embrace kindly whatever promotes 
that Holineſs, and even to hug THE CHKISTIAN 
PATTERN, how. meanly ſoever Paraphras'd, while it 
ſtrives in the ſofteſt way, to impreſs the ſacred Image 
of our bleſſed Maſter oz rhe Hearts of the greateſt 
Prieſts or Biſhops, or of the humbleſt private Chriſ- 
tans. 
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Ag. 12.1. 14. TI. fluttering. P. 13. 1. 6. I. nightly, P. 47.1. 17. 
L for this, r. they. p.60. 1. 23.r. preſumptous. P. 69. l.1.r. diſeaſe. 
P- 57.1. 13. I. ſhalt. p69. 1. $. I. ſhalt. P. 83. 1. 17. T.by thy. P. $6. 
after 1. 11. a blank line is wanting. p. 89.1. 1. after yer pur, 
P+ 110. |. 9+ I. SECTERS. Ps 120» 1. 15. Ts ſtrange; for. P. 1551. 3. 
r. Live, P. 156. l. 23. for while r. which. p. 187. 1. 18. after live, 
make! p. 206.1. 20. after can 1 make, p. 223.1. 12. after inef- 
fetually put ! Þ. 239. 1. 17. I. God. P. 245+ le 22. I My S011, p. 260, 
l. 11. after eat put 
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2 The Firſt Book../ 


« 
Vanity of V anities, all is Vanity, 


"HO eree to follow me his Steps applies, 

\ \/ Or*e .his bleſt Head no gloomy Clouds 
ſhall riſe, 

But Life's pure Light ſhall fill his Heart, and ſpar- 


kle in his Eyes, 


Thus ſpoke our Holy Jeſiis, and can we - 
Er'e dream of Light and Immortality, (clear, 
That Truth's pure Beams ſhould our dark Fancies,, 
Uille(s, like his, our Lives reform'd appear ? 
O let our Thoughts then on his Aftions dwell 
Whoſe DoQtines Man's divineſt Rules excel ! 


If his enlightning Spirit guide the Mind, Io 
"Twill treaſur'd there the ſecret Manna find, 
B Truth, 


2 The (briſtian Book I. 


Truth, ſweet and taſteful as that Angels Food, 
Not loath'd, but always welcom'd by the Good. 

_ If hewithdraw, tho with the Goſpel bleſt, 

Our Souls are ſtill with lazy Dreams oppreſt ; 

But when enflam'd by him, we try to live 

By thoſe great Rules his heavenly Actions give, 

All clear and plain his ſacred Words appear, 

And, to the Heart reveal, are grateful to the Ear. 


_ WhatthoT could with ſtrange Acuteneſs pry 20 
Into the till Myſterious Trinity ?. 
Only more Woes would me at laſt ſurprize, 
Should my proud Soul from thence that dreadful God 

deſpiſe. 

Not lofty Thoughts, nor Words which ſmoothly roll, 
But Purity, to God endears the Soul. 
Let others curious Definitions ſpin, 
O let me feel true Grief for Guilt within, in, 
And Floods of unſeenTears purge out my Stains of 


What tho thy apprehenſive Mind compriz'd 
What ere thoſe old Philoſophers devis'd ? 30 
What tho thy faithful Menr'ry could recite, 

W hat er'e in Scriptures Holy Penmen write ? 

Vain were thy Reach, and vain thy Memory, 

Unleſs God's Grace and Love were lod g'd in thee. 
All's 
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AlPs Vanity, and more than vainly vain, 

But God's pure Love, and our dear Saviour*s Chain ; 
We're wiſe indeed, if we the World deſpiſe, 

And graſp at Thrones and Crowns above the Skies. 


it's vain to covet or to truſt in Gold, 
It's vain to be to Honours height extoll'd ; 40 
Vain are our carnal Luſts and fond Deſires, 
Whoſe Woes but preface HelPs Eternal Fires. 
Vain is the longeſt Life when vaialy ſpent, 
Life's vain unleſs on future Glories bent. 
It's vain to love what like a Tempeſt flies, (dies. 
And leave that long'd-for Bliſs which never never 


Think then on what the wiſeſt Man reply'd, 
The Eyes and Ears are never ſatisf1'd. 
What er'e the longing Appetite receives, 
Only a lickly Wiſh, and tedious Longings leaves. 59 
Turn then thy Soul from wretched Earth below, 
And all thy Thoughts on heavenly Joys beſtow ; 
So ſhall a ſpotleſs Conſcience warm thy Breaſt, 
And thou ſecurely on thy Saviour's Boſom reſt. 


| The Cc briſtian | Book I: 


Ih 
Kyow thy Self, 
(thou be 


Ouldſt thou know much,my Soul ? and wouldſt 
From thy great Maſter's Service free ? 
Wouldſt thou by curious Rules of Art deſcry 
The various Motions of the Sky ? 
Fond Wretch ! the Clowa, who but himſelf can read, 
By that ſhort Leſſon will thy ſoaring Art exceed. 60 


Know but thy Self, thy Self thou'lt ſoon deſpiſe, 
| Norto the World's Applauſes riſe ; 
Thy Works, not Arts, ſhall be ſeverely ſcann'd, 
When all the World in Judgment ſtand; 
Ceaſe then thy Pains, and never court thy Woes, 
Deceit and Madneſs ſtill with mighty Learning goes. 


Men pufft with Learning love tlie pointing Hand, 
Ard much on ſwelling Titles ſtand, 
And ſpend their careleſs Hours 'in empty Toys 
Which ne're advance their ſober Joys. 70 
But ſure He's mad who wondrous Knowledg gains, 
Yet never knows the means to ſcape infernal Pains! 
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Great Words can never fill thy Appetite, 
Great AdGions only bring Delight, 
Purge but thy ſelf, then boldly lift thy Face 
| To the bright Throne of heavenly Grace. 
Great Senſe and Knowledg, where the PraQtice fails, 
Only the heavier Woes on wretched Souls entails, 


Fear then thy flowing Parts, thy matchleſs Senſe, 
And all thy vaſt Intelligence: 8 

Know what thou wilt, thowlt but the ſooner find 
A thouſand things have lipt thy Mind”; | 

A thouſand Men whoſe Names are ſcarcely known, 

Beyond thy Learning far, and utmoſt Reach have 
gone. 


Study thy Self ! with all exaQtneſs know ' 
How all Aﬀairs within thee go ! 
Examin all thy Ways, and ſoon to thee 
Thy Self the nobleſt Theme ſhall be : 
If others thou before thy ſelf prefer, 
Such humble Thoughts expreſs true Wiſdom?'s Cha- 
racer. 90 


B 3 : Thou 
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Thou mayſt, perhaps, another*s Failures ſee, 
His Crimes may lie expos'd to thee, 
Yet ſcorn him not, nor think thy ſelf ſecure, 
Our Steps on Earth are rarely ſure. 
Thou ſtandſt ! conſider, leſt thy ſelf ſhould fall, 
All Men are frail indeed, but thou more frail than all 


TIT. 
TRUTH. 


Appy the Man whom Truth ſecurely guides 
By ſecret Ways and powerful Influence! 
Happy the Man in whoſe weak Head reſides 
No falſe Opinion from deceitful Senſe ! 109 
But Ignorance would rather chuſe, 
Than Time in vain Deſigns abuſe. 


We're mad in Arts obſcure to ſpend our Days, 
To ſhun the Light, and Intricacies chaſe : 
Where God's Eternal Word the Truth diſplays, 
We all at once may know, and all embrace ; 
Where that once ſpeaks, we ſafely reſt, 
With Peace and Faith unfading bleſt. 
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© thou eſſential Truth, my Soul unite 
To thee by all the Bonds of ſacred Love! 110 
O thou my Saviour, O my Soul's Delight ! 
To whom alone my Paſſions fiercely move ! 
Let Earthly Teachers ſilent be, 
But ſpeak, O ſpeak dear Lord to me ! 


The more within our ſelves our Thonghts deſcend, 
The more we ſee by God's ſuperiour Light : 
Pure Souls to Holy Works more ſtrongly bend, 
To raiſe God's Honour, and his Acts recite. 
Only our Luſts unconquer*d curb 
Our Motions,and our Thoughts diſturb, 126 


The pious Soul thoſe inward Luſts reſtrains, 
Nor bows to them, but them to Reaſon bows; 
The brighteſt Crown the great Self-conqueror gains, 
And by his Conqueſt daily ſtronger grows. 
All other Skill's an empty Show, 
And all's imperfeCt here below. 


Wouldſt thou then go to God ? not glaring Parts, 
But humble Thoughts can reach his glorious Seat . 
Arts made by God.are good ; but vertuous Hearts, 
2 i Pore Lives, and lowly Thoughts more truly great : 
z Ty: And 
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Andall in fruitleſs Error die, | 131 
Who more to know than praQtiſe try. 


'© would a fooliſh World at laſt improve 
As much in Goodneſs as in vain Diſputes ! 
But thro what Gloom that ſubtle Head muſt move, 
Whaſe PraQtice all his godly Talk refutes ? 
Whofalls, and leaves no Name behind ; 
But, out of Sight, is out of Mind. 


SN Los of OO 


He's truly great, who's great in Charity : 139 
Hes great,who's humble,and can Greatneſs ſcarn : 
He's wiſe, who Worth in none but Chriſt can fee : 
He's learn'd, who's to Divine Obedience born. 
= Thoall inferior Glories fly, 
His balmy Name ſhall never die. 


IV. 
PRUDENC E, 


HAT ere weread, what e're we hear, 
Let Holy Care with Patience weigh, 

For Truth, alas ! we weakly bear, 

Sut Falſhood gains a mighty Sway. 
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The Wiſe Man knows our faulty State 
To looſe Diſcourſe and Guilt inclin'd ; 159 
And always meaſures things by Weight, 
Fe To no uncertain Tales reſign'd : | 
He'll ne're run headlong on, nor will he be 
Stiff in his own Conceit, and ſenſles Bigotry. 


Recelve not then each idle Tale, 
Nor all thou hear'ſt to all relate; 
But let a-wiſe Man's Words prevail, [. 
2 Above thy own ht Counſels rate : | ED 
'* A Holy Life, a Life refin'd, 44 
: The Owners Godlike Wiſdom proves, 160 
And with Experience fills the Mind, 
And with Divine Contentment moves, 
Where God a lowly Heart a Subje& gains, 
There only Prudence thrives, and inward Calmneſfs 
Te1gns. | : 


Search the $ criptures. 


—_— Read theſe Sacred Volumes o're, 
This wondrous Book ſurvey ! 
Truth in its antient Springs explore, 
Thy Studies on the mighty Subje& ſay 3 


= ee Rog ta, 
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Perhaps 


10 The (briſtian Book I. | 
Perhaps no modiſh Stuff, no milky Phraſe 
Thy ſickly Senſe may gratify, 170 


Yet there bleſt Truth her Beams diſplays, 
And all her Treaſures lie. 


See, read again ! to clear thy Mind, 
The Spirits Help implore, 
That God's, who firſt the Book deſign'd, 
Whoſe Badg the well inſtructed Penmen wore. 
InſtruQive Truth in common Language lies, 
In plain and eaſy Words exprelt ; 
But Falſhood off like Vapour flies, 
Tho nee ſo gayly dreſt, 180 


Shouldſt thou myſterious Language love, 
Or lofty Flights admire, 

Thowlt meet with Raptures here, above 
What e're thy own preſuming Thoughts inſpire. 
Dor't yet Devotions humble Stile deſpiſe, 

But read with calm Attention there : 

That Brook the thirſty Lamb ſupplies, 
| WhoſeStreams are ſoft and clear, 
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Perhaps thou'lt find a Shepherd write, 
A Herdſman propheſy ; 190 
But, if the Spirit all indite, 
Where can the Prejudice againſt them lie ? 
Authority and Learning only He 
On all that Holy Tribe beſtows 3 
And all thy Studies there ſhould be 
Where Truth ſincerely flows. 


If Truth in every Sentence ſhine, 
And give thee certain Light, 

Thou know'ſt Truth*s Words are all Divine, 
Tho meaneſt Men her ſacred DiQtates write. 200 
The mortal Penmen ſoon are paſt, and gone 

ToDuſt, from whence at firſt they came 3 

Truth claims Eternity alone, 

And ſtill remains the ſame. 


Thy Wit, thy Learning, and thy Parts 
Perhaps are more than mine ; 

But God,, whoreads our inmoſt Hearts, 
May on my Soul with greater Favours ſhine, 
Be thou impartial too, with careful Eyes 

Examine all the Sacred Roll, 210 

TI ineſtimable Treaſure prize, 

As thy immortal Soul. 
- Wouldft 


The (Chriſtian - Book I. 


 Wouldft thou in Holy Senſe improve? 
Then lay thy ſelf aſide, | 

All vain and curious Thoughts remove, 
And Self-Conceit, and unbelieving Pride! 
Ask oft, and with ſubmiſſive Silence weigh 
What Holy Men declar'd of old ; 
Thy Judgments on their DiQates ſtay, 

And their DireQions hold. 220 


VI. 
There is no Peace to the Wicked, 


| (low, 
_— Man whoſe wretched Thoughts are fixt be- 
; Has loſt his Peace ; 
On him eternal crowding Miſchiefs flow, 
And, like rough Tides, his ſwelling Cares increaſe 5 
The flattering Fool looks down with ſcornful Pride 
- Onothers, but with ſtrange Diſturbance ſees 
How all the wiſer World his Plumes deride : 
So Haman, mad and reſtleſs, ſate 
In all his Pomp and Courtly State, 
While bended Knees 230 
To Haman's Inſolence the pious Jew deni'd. 


Hoo, 


if 
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If griping Avarice the Soul invade, 
His Guiet's loſt. 
Himſelf a Slave in Golden Fetters made, 
And all his mighty Expectations crolt ; | 
A Storm, which on his Windows breaks, confounds 
His mighty Slumbers with diſtraQting Dreams ; ; 
A Band of Cheats and Thieves his Bed ſurrounds, 
Nor can a thouſand Bolts and Bars 
E're ſilence his inteſtine Wars, 2 40 
But diſmal Gleams | 
Of flaſhing Ruins pierce him with a 1000 Wounds. 


Only the humble Soul, the Soul reſign'd, 
Is truly bleſt ; 

[n him no anxious Fears a Seat can find, 
No Worldly Cares diſtra*#t his peaceful Breaſt. 
While groveling Souls ſtrive, but in vain, to be 
Diſmiſt from Helliſh Force, from Earthy Chains, 
He calmly lives from all Diſorders free. 

He, happy Soul ! enflam'd with Love, 250 

Pants all, and groans for Joys above ; 

He only gains, 

Inſtead of Cares and Fears, a calm Eternity. 
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VII. 
Worldly Confidence ts vain. 


Ain is the Man who puts his Truſt 
In worldly Joys, or mouldring Duſt : 

Who hates the Mean, or ſcorns the Poor, 
But ſtands upon himſelf ſecure. 
But God, the Hope of all the Wiſe, 
Their Weakneſs and their Wants ſupplies. 
Don't then on Craft but God depend ; 260 
He'll cruſh the Proud, the Poor defend. 
Boaſt not of \Wealth , nor mighty Friends ; 
What's good fom God alone deſcends. 
Vaunt not thy elf, tho ſtrong or fair, 
One ſhort Diſcuſe may both impair. 
Boaſt not of Senſe, or various Arts, 
Not thou, but God that Senſe imparts. 
Others above thy ſelf ſuppoſe, 
For He thy Faults and Frailty knows. 
Boaſt not of Works with lofty Eyes, 270 
God may, what Man approves, deſpiſc. 
If any Vertue lodg in thee, 
Adorn it with Humility, 
From haughty Hearts and ſcornful Eyes 
Envy and hateful Malice riſe ; 
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Only in humble private Cells 
Unchanging Peace and Safety dwells. 


VID. 


Too much Familiarity breeds Contempt. 


N E*re to the Yolge unvail thy Heart, 
But to the wiſe good Man thy Thoughts impart. 
From green young Heads and unknown Strangers 
fly; | 
Fawn not on Wealth, nor near the Palace ply. 280 
The humble, meek, devout, obliging Man (aq. 
Will more inſtru@ thy Soul than ſuch Acquaintance 


Court not a ſingle Beauty's Love, 
But in thy Prayers commend *um all above ; 
Thy Soul to holy Meditations give, 
And with thy God in cloſe Communion live. 
Thy Charity to all the World extend, (Friend. 
But Worlds can ſcarce afford one faithful uſeful 


Sometimes we Men unknown admire, 
And their Acquaintance by report deſire, 290 
But when we ſee *um once, our partial Eyes 
Their Garb, their Mien, their downcaſt Looks de= 
ſpiſe : 


So 
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So when wee'd others with our Freedoms charm, ; 
Our private Faults diſplay'd, their ſcornful Thoughts ? 
alarm. | 
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Fx. 


It's better to obey than command. 


He: happier far 


Who, in Life's doubtful War, 
His Teacher's juſt Commands obeys, 
Than he who others, tho with Prudence, ſways: 
A 1000 Dangers on the Teacher wait, 
A 1000 Griefs attend his State, 
While the Obedient reſt 
With Safety bleſt. 


Thy Thoughts may be 
Wiſe in a juſt Degree, 
But others wiſer far may prove, 
And Prudence by the wi/e/# Rules will move. 
It's ſafer much to take Advice than give, 
And free from Pride he'll ſafely live, 
| Who in his faithful Guides 
Alone confides. 


ls ONS 
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b; In the Multitade of Words thete is $1. 


| (PEROT the Birth of thoughtful Souls, --J 
If wiſely us'd, the arigry World controuls : (4 
Language a thouſand Truths reveals, 
And thrs the Ears Mzanders gently ſteals 
Down to the dark Receſſes of the Heart, 
And feels and tunes the cheerful Strings 
Of equal Souls; and when it ſweetly ſings, 
The Sympathetick Spirits in Conſort move, 
And each to other mutual Joys impart, 
And taſte the ſofteſt Notes of all commanding Love. 
320 
But as we feel a jarring Sound, 
When artleſs Fingers all the Strings corifound. 
And flat and ſharp, and high and low, 
All jumbled in eternal Diſcords flow : 
So ill us'd Language breaks the ſweet Concert 
Of Thoughts all tun'd to Peace before 5 
And the vain Wretch may then, too late, deplore 
br The working Miſchiefs of his careleſs Tongue, 
, : As Pigmies would with wondrous Toils prevent 
= The mighty Ruins, rending Mountaias rall along. 330 


G My 
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My Wits perhaps I highly prize, 
And ſtraight at Heaven my laviſh Language flies ; 
I all that's good or- great abuſe, | 
Andall the Checks of ſober Senſe refuſe, 
Or withvaſt Floods of native Eloquence, 
Words like a never-failing Tide (flide : 
Off my ſmooth Tongue with powerful Swiftneſs 
Yet while I think to rule the captive World, 
And hurry headlong on, depriv'd of Senſe, 
I'm all at once beneath eternal Tortures hurPd. 340 


What tho I call my Tongue my own ? 
Yet Prudence is by well-weigh'd Language known 3 
But when my Words at random fly, 
Expos'd I to a thouſand Dangers ly : 
50 gentle Floods in Seaſon fertilize 
The gaping Meads and thirſty Plains 3 
But conſtant Storms and everlaſting Rains 
The rotting Seeds of uſeful Plants confound 3 
While thro the Glebe rank Flags or Ruſhes riſe, 
Or ſquallid Ooze extends a barren Paleneſs round. 
350 
Think then on God, my Soul, 'tis He 
Who can alone thy Tongue's Director be ; 


Talk F: 


, 
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Talk of thy mighty Maker's Praiſe, 
And Trophies to his boundleſs Goodneſs raiſe ; 
Thy own and others Good with Care advance ! 
Treaſons from careleſs Tongues may flow, Z 
And Murders on the Roots of Treaſon grow : 3s 
Speak well then, or in humble ſilence reſt 5; | 
Words are exempted from the Strokes of Chance; 


When ſtifled at their Birth within the thoughtful 


great, * 360 


XI. 
Peace Theave with you. 


TJEace has a charming Name, but ſtill declines; 
' The Heart with foreign Cares beſet, 
Her God an unintangled Soul aligns 
For her Imperial laſting Seat. 
Bleſt are the Poor, for they ſhall Peace obtain ! 
But how can Peace a ſafe Retreat 
In wandring Fancies gain ? 


 Wintmade the Saints of old contemplative; 


Andpaly heavenly Thoughts purſue ? 
What made them with themſelves ſeverely ftrive, 
And always to their God be true ? 37L 


GC a: Strialy 


oxi tne 


4 Loa 4s _ —_ — 0 
EE mm er OP" 


Pr nr een —enee er OS £2169-Bary 
DIES" re Pg 


” ws. 
——_— 
WIETSY 


20 - The (briſtian 


o ASA nga aye 
+a ee eee eee ec eee er tw wn nn nn nn nn OO On —— = 


, - - a> < 40K $a, Na; a» = 4 
"F' _ c_—_ = n =_ NY 1 et 4. bit. 
Ce eee ee ee ee OOO —_— - _ = - 3 
Ten once wondboutt 0 AU ei eos #*: his 4 nao ——_——t——_ - _ ors —— _— 

s DP rt ewe % _ 5A ——_— 
DAIEKERGH £3... "EY AGES this 4 o 
_ err its Bas Mn Y = 
ec. _ 5 
5 p 


Book I. 7 
tri&tly they ſearch*dandtryd theirWaysat home, | : 


And would their Inward Luſts purſue, 
But never farther rome. 


But what are We? poor, cold, unaQtive things, 
Unus'd to Wars or Victory : 
Baffled by Sin's imperious Menacings, 
And Slaves to each Infirmity. 
Would we throw off our-Chains, and nobſly riſe, 
Our ſerious Thoughts engag'd might be 380 
On Bliſs above the Skies. 


It's Kinglike ſure, uncurb'd at home to reign, 
| With inward Peace and Freedom bleſt : 
But where's the Man who dares his Luſts reſtrain, 
Or purge his own polluted Breaſt? (ate ? 
W here's he whodares force through the pinching 
Or who's with ſtrong Reſolves poſleſt 
The Saints to imitate ? 


If but a ſudden Storm againſt me riſe, 

My Hopes, alas ! are faint and dead ; 390 
Could I to God but lift my faithful Eyes, 

His Wings he'd ſtraight around me ſpread. 
God loves to be the warring Chriſtians Aid, P; 
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To place the Garland on his Head WE 
By ſtarry Glories made. 


What tho Hear, Receive, and Faſt and Pray, 
In Sackcloth or in Aſhes lie ? 
Or on my Fleſh ſome Penance roughly lay, 
And counterfeit Humility ? 
Such empty outward Shews are only vain, 400 
Unleſs the Ax the Root may try, 
And Peace within me reign. 


When I at firſt beliey'd, my eager Zeal 
With holy Fervours flaſh'd and glow'd ; 
But I alas! my former Acts repeal, 
My Pains to conquer Sin beſtow?d. 
Had I my Virgin Love, or Year by Year 
Could Ione ſingle Sin unload, 
My Heart might once be clear. 


It's hard toleave along accuſtom?d way 410 
It's hard to break a ſtubborn Will : 


* Sin gets more Strength by our too long Delay 3 


And rooted Weeds are hard to kill. 
Rouſe then my Soul ! reſiſt thy Foes betime : 
Then Joys thy Thoughts enlarg'd ſhall fill, 
And thou to Glories climbe. 
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XII. 
1's good for me that T have been afflifted, 


OW vain, how fooliſh ſhould we prove, 
Should our Proſperity, 
Our Wealth and worldly Eaſe improve, 
And everlaſting be! 420 

But when we meet with ruffling Storms, 
And Tempeſts here below, 
The Danger our wild Thoughts reforms, 
And we thewiſer grow. 


if tho we walk by Vertue's Rules, 

| Our Thoughts ſincere and true, 
Were perſecuted, counted Fools, 

| And Death our Steps purſue. 

LWe'il never fix on fading Earth, 

Nor ſwell withempty Pride ; 435 
So humble Thoughts will take their Birth. 

From Paſſions mortifi*d. 


That Man alone 1s wiſe, whoſe Reſt 
Ts in his God ſecure; 

Who, when with worldly Woes oppreſt, - 
Has him 2 Shelter ſure : Bm bp 
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He'll little value Comforts here, 
But will with Faintings groan, 

Till he exalted high appear 
Before his glorious Throne. 440 


He ſcorns a fading Life, and longs 
To be from Earth unbound, 

To join with Angels grateful Songs 
In Hallelujahs round. | 


XIII. 
Reſiſt the Devil, and hell fly from you. 


WW ib to this wretchedSpot of Earth confind, 
Temptations, Woes, aſſault my thought- 
ful Mind, 
The Prince of Darkneſs walks his conſtant Rounds, 
And careleſs Souls with various Arts confounds; 
Pl quickly then in watchful Prayers engage 
© 8 To break his black Deſigns, & check his reſtleſs Rage. 
450 
Imperfe& I, imperfect all below, 
A thouſand Fears, a thouſand Sorrows know ; 
Old Saints theirHeaven throughTribulation found) 
And, after Trials, were with Glories crown'd ; 
They'r ſharp, but wholeſom Phyſick for the Soul, 
Theyteach us Good, and all our ſecret Luſts controvul, 
Think 


— 
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Think then my Soul on ſpotleſs Innocence, 
Thy Father*s Bleſling and ſecure Defence, 
It's loſt, it's gone, a thouſand Miſchiefs now | 
Within thy own deceitful Boſom grow ; 460 
With Heaps on Heaps the Mountain-Surges riſe, | 

And Sins vaſt Deep within the raging Tide ſupplies. 


Hope not to*ſcape by flight, the Traitor will 
Go with thee, hang about thee, plague thee ſtill ; 
That firſt, with humble Patience, mortify, 
':en to thy God for ſure Aſſiſtance fly 3 
; ny Strength, thy Courage, and thy Art is ſmall, 
15Aid ſupports thee beſt,& breaks thy dreadful F all. 


'Doſt thou beneath ſevere Temptations groan ? 
The Kindneſs then of prudent Counfels own; 470 
Ofc ask the Guides of Souls, and oft enquire 
W hat Waters belt may quench the raging Fire. 
Are others tempted ? with the tend'reſt Hands 

 rouch their bleeding Wounds, and looſe their 
pinching Bands ! 


Coulilt thou my Soul but to thy felf be true, 
And the ſure Steps of ſteady Faith purſue, 


Thoud'ſt 


: ® Bookl. Pattern paraphras'd. 25 
z 7 houd'ſt often live from ſharp Temptations free, | 
' And calm thyThoughts,andcalm thy Sleeps might 
But Ships without their Pilots wildly reel, (be 3 
Andevery.changing Blaſt and every Billow feel. 480 


Only When by Temptations prov'd, thouPt ſhine 
With brighter Faith, and Paſlions more divine, 
Thy Truth ſhall make the gazing World admire, 
And to the ſame Superiour Heat aſpire. 
Temptations are thy Teſt ; when bravely paſt, 
Thoul't reach the peaceful Shore, the promis'd Land 
at laſt. | | 


|. Watch then my Soul, betimes reſiſt thy Foe, 
Nor let him paſt the fatal Entrance go ! 
Thoughts, Fancies, Pleaſure, Motions to, Conſent 
Thou mayſt, by prudent Vigilance, prevent. 490 
If to the Devil once thou quit the way, 

He'll quickly enter whole, and like a Tyrant ſway. 


r God Men by ſecret Rules of Wiſdom tries, (plies 
pl - pl 
And when theyr try'd with needful Strength ſup- 
Preſerves from pointed Rocks of blind Deſpair, 
And looks for Faith and Vows,and fervent Prayer 
For wondrous Good the laſt Events ordains, 
> And for hisServants ſakesHell's fierceſt rage reſtrains. 


_— 
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Sometimes the Man, by fierce Temptations try'd, 
By heavenly Grace has all their Powers defy*d ; 
Yet ſinks beneath a ſmalley Force, and ſhows 501 
What Weakneſs on deſerted Nature grows 

To batter down our Pride, and make us be 


Entire Dependants on a ſtronger Deity. 


Down then my Soul ? and God's Almighty Hand 
Shall raiſe thee ſoon, and make thee firmer ſtand 
Tho Sorrows pterce thee thro, thy ſacred Light 
Shall flaſh more lively, and ſhall ſhine more bright, 
The Ship in Calms a Novice ſafely ſteers, 

The 5k:Iful Pilot's Art in rougheſt Storms appears. 


XIV. 
TJudg not. 


Jae thy ſelf O turn thy Eyes ! $11 
For, who himſelf ſeverely tries, 

A mighty Task ſhall find, 
Of Guilt a thouſand fertile Seeds, 
Of Sins a thouſand fatal Breeds 
Corrupt his careleſs Mind. 


Pattern paraphras'd. 


Where Luſt its gaudy Wings diſplays : 


Purge then thy ſelf the firſt ; for He 
Who will on others curious be, 
And in their Boſoms pry, 
Thro' Prejudice muſt oft miſtake, 
And oft the Rules of Truth forſake, 
| And caſt his Reaſon by. 


He'll oft the nobleſt AQs purſue 
With Cenſure, where Applauſe is due; 
But, in a nearer Caſe, 
He'll love himſelf too well, and hate 
To ruffle his internal State, 
And his own Failings trace. 


Some wretched Inmate dwells within, 

Some ſecret, flattring, darling Sin 
Our partial Reaſon blinds : 

Our Vices thence our Vertues ſeem, 

And we our ſelves for Crimes eſteem, 
In our diſtemper*d Minds. 


It's hard to quit our antient Ways 


520 
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And with the cleareſt Light, 
When &re we walk abroad, we ſee; 


' But when within onr ſelves we'd be, 


We'reloſt in gloomy Night. 549 


XV, 
Let all your Works be done with Charity. 


Never let inferiour Love 
Thy Fancy move ! 
Nor worldly Intereſts bend thy Will 
To practiſe ill ! 
Good Works may better Works excite, 
But ne*re ſhould be deſerted quite. 


Crown'd all our outward Works muſt be 
With Charity 3 
Tho ſmall, in Value then they?l riſe 
Among the Wiſe: 550 
The God above obſerves in you, 
How well, and not how mucb you da. 


His AQtions will the greateft prove 
| Who moſt can love; 

His Actions ſhine above the reſt 

Who adts the beſt : 


————— 


b.. Book I. Pattern paraphras'd, 29 
. He ads the beſt who prefers ſtill 
The publick Good to private Will. 


40 Some talk of Charity, but try 
To thruſt it by, 560 
Luſt, Will, Convenience or Reward 
They moſt regard ; 
He whom true Charity inſpires, 
God's Glory, not his own, deſires. 


Heenvies none, nor would, by choice, _ 
| Alone rejoice ; 
And looks for real Good from none 
Bat God alone : 
Nor ſhall the World by him be nam'd, 
When thus with heavenly Loves enflani'd. $50 


XVI. 


i Bear ye one another*s Burdens, 


| & pw thou a Blemiſh in thy ſelf deſcry ? 
Support it humbly ; God reſolves to try 
Thy Patience ſo ; 
Patience ſhines moſt when moſt ſeverely prov'd, 
Yet mayſt thou pray to have thy Griefs remov'd, 
Or thatGrace may more largely to ſupport thee flovr. 
Doft 
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Doft thou anothers ſinful Failures view ? 
Twice, thrice adviſe him ; if he ſtill purſue 

His ſenſeleſs Ways, 
Leave him to God ; He'll all His Thoughts fulfil, 
And make His Creatures proſecute His Will $81: 


And make their veryMadneſs more advance hisPraiſe. 


That thou mayſt others Follies calmly bear, 
Think what thy own, thy inward Failures are ; 

How great thy Sins ! 
Canſt thou not then thy Boſom-Luſts reſtrain, 
And yet of others Stubborneſs complain ? 


He who would others mend, beſt at himſelf begins. 


(bours reign'd, 
We'd have our Neighbours laſh'd, our Neigh- 


But hate to be our ſelves to Rules reſtrain'd, 590 
So juſt are we, 

So much our {elves we more than others love ; 

Yet, ſhould the World around us perfect prove, 


What would our Sufferings then for God or Good- 


neſs be ! 


But God with Wiſdom tempers all Afﬀairs, _— 
And makes us toil beneath our mutual Cares, 1 


That 


Pattern paraphras'd. 31 
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That while we find 
None faultleſs, none without a Burden, none 
To perfect Strength or perfect Wiſdom grown; 


 Wedbeto Pity more, & more to Love inclin'd. 600 


Comfort, Advice, Support, Inſtruction ſo 
Should from our ſympathizing Friendſhip flow. 
In darkeſt Night 
Stars ſhine the brighteſt, and our Woes declare, 
Only how frail our Conſtitutions are, 
But not to Frailty more, or weak Deſigns invite. 


XVI. 
Be ye followers of me, as dear Children. 


| ages trifling are ourLives,compar'd 
With thoſe of glorious Heroes gone before ! 
Whoſe wondrous Works their wondrous Love de- 
clard, | 
And all the Badges of their Maſter wore; 610 
Their Saviours Friends; for Life or Death prepar'd, 
Who all th' Extreams of Thirſt & Hunger bore, 
Who cold & bare, in watchful Faſtings ſpeat, 
On Prayers and holy Meditations bent, 


© Thro'allthe cryel Scorns of barbarous Tyrants went. 
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Could all thoſe mighty Woes and Pains unfold ? 
Which great Apoſtles in the Truths defence, 
Martyrs and Confeſſors endur'd of old ? 
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What Tongue, tho tip'd with flowing Eloquence, 


Thoſe Tortures laid on Virgin-Innocence, 620 _ 


Modeſt as Babes, as Men in Sufferings bold ; 
They'd all their dear Redeemer's Footſteps 
trace, 
And in the Furies of their heavenly Race 
Made Earth and Life it ſelf to Love reſign the place. 


O how they liv'd, to Woods and Caves confin'd, 
With tedious and ſevere Temptations preſt ! 
How when to Satan's Buffetings reſign'd, 
Their ferventPrayers were to theirLord addreſt! 
How was their Fleſh with rigid Faſtings pin'd, 629 


Their Souls with growing Zeal and Ardour bleſt ! * 


Fierce on their Sins, in their Intentions pure, 


They*d Night and Day in Prayers and Praiſe 


endure; | 


Nor could their Foes their Minds from inward. 


Prayers allure. 


_ They® 


MES 
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_=_ They all their Hours to vaſt Advantage ſpent; 
1d! And all toolittle for their Maker thought; 
And, on ſublimer Contemplations bent, 

| They oft their very needful Food forgot : 
629 Avealth, Honours,Places; Friends with free conſeht 
They quitted for the ſiyeet Celeſtial Draught 3 
wad | They grudg'd their Minutes on themſelves 

beſtow'd, 640 


And, diſincumbred from each earthly Load; 
©. Their Wealth was Grace and Goodneſs, and a finiling 


God. 
a, 
' &trange to the World, and ſtrange to all below; 
They grew the great Privadoes of the Skies z 
eſt! Mean to themſelves, mean to the World tliey'd 
29 ſhow, 
ſt! But dear and pricefut in their Maſter's Eyes. 
Ee, Humble, Obedient, Patient, Kind they'd grow; 
iſe And thence in Grace and Godlike VYertues tiſe 3 
They great Examples to Believers ſtood, 649 
rd - And more ſhould move us to advance in Good 
' Than to ſink down in Sloth, the Lukewartt lazy 
Brood. 
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What holy Zeal our Prieſts adorn'd of old ! 
What warm Devotions, what prevailingPrayers! 
How ſtrongly they'd the Race of Vertues hold ! 
What Diſcipline ſuppreſt the riſing Tares ! 
How had the Shepherds of the ſacred Fold, 
In Service and Reſped their conſtant Shares ! 
How Great, how Good they were, their Steps 


deſcry; (could lie, 
Beneath their Feet the conquerd World 


And from their powerful Faith Hell's great Com- 
mander fly. 660 


He's now a Saint who ſins but privately, 
And whoa while the Yoke of Chriſt can bear ; 
A Saint who wowt with lewdeſt Sinaers vie, 
Or with the Murderer or Adulterer ſhare : 
A Saint who weekly can the Church ſupply, 
And for the Fleece, theFlock negletted, care, 
AlSloth, Ah Negligence, Ah want of Heat! 
O may Inere my Self or Hearers cheat, 
But all the nobleſt Cares of antient Saints repeat ! 


I'm 


. If Fde that dreadful Teſt, thoſe piercing Eyes endure. 


— 
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Pm ſure our publick Sins are greater far 670 
Than thoſe amaſg?d from every Age before ; 
I'm ſure we're calPd to bear a fiercer War 
Than that which all our great Fore-fathers bore; 
Pm ſure our Zeal and earneſt Labours are 
Too weak, and cart our ruin'd Faith reſtore. 
But, Odear God, my Heart, my Lips unſeal ; 
So I thy Bread to all thy Flock ſhall deal, 
And to a careleſs World thy dreadful Truths reveal ! 


XVIIL. 
The Prieſt. . 


Took the Charge of Souls, and now muſt ſhine 
As Flambeaus in a gloomy Night, 680- 
With clear and comfortable Light, 
My inward Garb like that without divine. 
God views my Actions 0're, and he 
Quite thro? my Reins, quite thro? my Heart can ſee; 
I then mult be as Angels pure, 


-* When 
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When firſt I took theſe Robes, dear Lord, I gave 

My Self, my Life, my All to thee ! 
 O may my Oaths repeated be, 

And I my facred Maſter's faithful Slave ! - 690 
My Labours paſt are Triflings all, 

My Services, alas ! my Toils are ſmall ; 
Help me my God, aſliſt me now ! 

And P11 with utmoſt Zeal perform my ſacred Voy, 


I now muſt Pray, Praiſe, Teach, invite the Gueſts, 


(A wretched, faithleſs, hungry Crew) 
Frqm ſtarving and Damnation due, 
Freely to feed at thy immortal Feaſts. 
But, Lord, I droop, I ink, I fail, 
Sloth, Fear, Diſtruſt on all my Thoughts prevail, 700 
My Strength is weak, my Wiſdom ſlow, 
On me, dear God, thy Strength, thy guiding Grace 
beſtow ! 


If I a while my conſtant Duties leave 
To viſit mourning Souls, or thoſe 
Whom God on Beds of Sickneſs throws, 
I fill the Mecd of Charity receive. 


But 


—— 


90 
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But if, ungirt or lazy, I 
From publick or from private Duties fly, 
I, to obligea Luſt, reſign 


My ſelf to endleſs Flames, and quit Rewards divine. 
719 


That I may to the World a Light appear, 
_ Pl ſearch my Conſcience throughly o're, 
MySins to God and Man explore, 

And be each Day onall my Crimes ſevere. 
PI all HelPs ſubtle Arts withſtand, 

My ſenſual Thoughts, my craving Luſts command, 
Read, Write, Pray, Praiſe, or Meditate, 

And ſtill with holy Works Hell's fiery Darts rebate.. 


In publick Duties PlI with fervent Care 
To others an Example be, 720 
But ſtill without Hypocriſy, 
And with my Voice to God exalt my Prayer : 
But when between my God and me 
Alone, the ſecret Intercourſe ſhould be, 
Noiſe my Devotions ſhan't betray, 
But in my Cloſet I'll with ſecret Murmurs pray, 


2D 


Some Holy Faſts, ſome Feaſts appointed ſtand 
Deſign'd for holy Exerciſe, 
For raptur'd Joys, or humble Cries, 


And ſhould our Souls with folemn Aw command.7 - 
WA. P 
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I'll in Devotion daily live, 
And all my Life to pious Prattice give ; 
But for ſuch Times Pll more prepare, 
And on Religion then attend with warmer Care. 


On theſe my God was Born, on theſe he Dy?d, 
On theſe he Roſe, on theſe, in Flame, 
On us the Spirit gently came, 
On theſe their Lord his valiant Martyrs tryd. 
| Up then my Soul! awake! ariſe! 
Reach tow*rd the Goal, graſp at thy kindred Skies ! 
| I ſhall, found ſo employ'd, be bleſt, 741 
And ina nobler Truſt and fuller Glories reſt; 


: XIX, 
O that I had Wings like a Dove! 


Novugh, enough in this vain World I find 

To dilengage my wandring Mind ; 

. To wean me from the Joys below, 

And Anchoret or Hermit grow. 
A thouſand Follies here aſſault me round, 
A thouſand noiſy Tales my Thoughts confound ; 
] want alittle time for me 
Of Silence and of Privacy, 
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Where I my humble Heart might raiſe 
To ſing my great Creators lofty Praiſe, 
And there, with undiſcover?d Tears, begin 
To cleanſe my ſelf from hateful Sin. 


Fain would I meditate on what's to come 

A while before Pm ſummomn'd home: 

Fain would 1 exerciſe my Mind 

A while on that long Life behind. 
How ſhould I a& ? Bleſt Saints of old withdrew 759 
To Woods, and Rocks,and Caves from human View ; 

There they enjoy'd themſelves, and there, 

With humble Prayers, and Lives ſevere, 

Had quiet Sleeps and peaceful Dreams, 
And Vertues were their lively Fancies Themes 3 
There they converſt with God, and learnt to dwell 

With him who was Invi//;ble, 


But what are meaner Saints ? My Saviour too 
From noiſy Crouds to Mountains flew, 
And there in loneſome Silence pray'd, 
And thence his Heavenly Sermons made. 779 
Would I with him to juſt PerfeQion. riſe ? 
With Truth forgot the careleſs World ſurprize ? 
He who a while reſerv'd has been, 
May be with greater Safety ſeen, 
D 4 
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He ſafely ſpeaks who Silence choſe, 
He governs beſt who beſt SubjeFion knows. 
Obedience is by him moſt kindly nurſt, 

Who was himſelf obedient firſt. 


When thro a lonefome, wild, or filent Grove, 
Secur'd by Innocence, I rove, 789 
There where no bloody Tyrants reign, 
Nor cruel wreſted Laws reſtrain, 

Where I ſole King my ſelf at large command, 

And only at my own Tribunal ſtand ; 
Yet my Creator?s every where, 
And he's my holy Guardian there ; 
He's ſtill my Fear, my Maſter ſtill, 

And I his Laws with utmoſt Care fulfil. 


| Noholy Hermit in his Cell can lie 


More humble, more deyout than I. 1796 


Yet tho I reſt or wander where I pleaſe, 
Temptations oft upon me ſeize; 
Tho parted from the noiſy Rout, 
Hell's Gloomy Prince can find me out ; 
Nor could my Saviour from his Strokes be free 
When i in his ſolitary Privacy: 
Yet when alone I ſpend my Time 
In Extaſies and Flights ſublime, 


And 


780 


190 
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And dream, Celeſtial Viſions roul 


' In glorious Order thro my raptur'd Soul ; Loa 


Temptations may redeem my languid Senſe 
From Pride and ſinful Confidence. 


O could I quit the World, and worldly Toys, 
Its vain Solicitudes and Joys, 
How would my harmleſs Conſcience reſt 
Allquiet in my peaceful Breaſt ! 
But can I e're to ſuch Attainments riſe, 
Till Grief for Sin break thro my mournful Eyes ? 
Till to my Iluſtful Follies I 
At thouſand bleeding Wounds can die ? $19 
And in my humble private Cell | 
Long with my ſelf in ſilent Sorrows dwell ? 
So I indeed above the World below 
May riſe, and better, ſtronger grow. 


When from my Lord the baffled Fiend retir'd, 
And all his cruel Hopes expir'd, 
Convinc'd his deadly Enemy, 
True God, not Man alone mult be, 

Straight at his Feet Angelick Armies kneePd 

With Hymns of Praiſe for that triumphant Field : 
So when in private Silence 821 
My helliſh Tempters Arts defy, 


And 
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And Scripture-Light, and conſtant Tears 
Waſh out my Stains, and gnide my fading Years: - 
My God will my endear'd Companion be, - 

And Angels always walt on me. -3 


What canT gain below but empty Toys, 
A wretched World and ſenſual Joys ? 
Where all to ruine and betray, 
Black Luſts their horrid Charms diſplay ; 830 
Where ſhortliv*d Joys to tedious Woes ſucceed, 
And Terrors on the wounded Conſcience feed. 
Were all things mine, that 4 would be 
But viſionary Vanity. 
Look up my Soul then ! Pardon crave ! 
And let vain Men their vainer Longings have ; 
Be Chriſt but thine, his Peace around thee dwell, 
ThouPt love the darkeſt Cave, and hug the lonelieſt 


y Cell. 
3 A broken and a contrite Heart, O God, thoa wilt 
/ not deſpiſe. 


} y Ouldſt thou improve,my Soul ? with Fear 
. _ Before thy God's all-piercing Eyes appear ! 840 _ 
Retrench thy Mirth, thy wandring Senſe reſtrain, 
Eſteema contrite Heart thy nobleſt Gain ; ' 
| Contrition E 
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When we build Caſtles in the fleeting Air. 


—— 


— 


Contrition that vaſt Treaſure ſhews, 
Which vain Deſires and careleſs Manners looſe : 
It's ſtrange that thonghtleſs Men can bear 
Such Shews of Mirth when wretched Exiles here, 
And ſuch dire Woes, ſuch mighty Dangers near. 


Fools oft, with an undecent Grin, 
Throw Aſhes o*re thoſe glowing Coals within, 
And fain would with an ill-tim'd Laughter hide 
1hoſe cruel Pangs their tortur'd Souls divide. 851 
Give me, when with true Mirth Pm Eleſt, 
A peaceful Conſcience in a peaceful Breaſt. 

Happy's the Man who mourning goes, 
Who off the Weight of guilty Conſcience throws, 
And can his Soul to holy Grief compoſe ! 


Ne're for a Maſs of Buſineſs ſtrive, 

Nor into great Mens dangerous Secrets dive 3 

Look firſt at home, firſt give thy Counſels there, 

And nere caſt down for worldly Frowns appear. 860 
Grieve for thy Sins againſt thy God, 

Or when awry thy wandring Steps have trod : 
Croſſes on Earth are better far 

Than all that Mirth our fooliſh Thoughts prepare, 
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For Joys, I'll ſow the fruitful Seed, 

And with ſalt Tears. the ſwelling Ocean feed, 

Till riſing Tides with briny Floods ſhall kill 

Thoſe noiſome Weeds which now my Fancy fill. 
That happy Deſolation paſt, 879 


Freſh ſpringing Joys ſhall crown my Soul at laſt : 


Tears from the Senſe of Sin will riſe, 
Contrition ſend the failing Springs ſupplies, 
And draw ſweet Dews of Comfort from the Skies. 


Think how thy Life like Lightning flies, 
How every Hour thy languid Nature dies : 
Think on thoſe dreadful Pains of Hell beneath, 
Thoſe lingring Tortures, that immortal Death. 

And wouldſt thou hug the Viper ſtill, 
Whoſe deadly Sting will all thy Comforts kill ? 880 

Wipe off thy Sins at laſt for Shame, 
In thy cold Breaſt blow up the ſacred Flame, 
And thy reforming Life by Deeds reform'd proclaim. 


—_—_—_4 
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XXI. 
Man is born to Trouble as the Sparks fly apward. 


Ell then ! Pve ſearch'd the TWO, ...... 
k I've ſearch'ditthro, and nothing elſe have 
found (W oes; 
But conſtant Doubts and conſtant 
I ſee how miſerable others are, 
1 feel my ſelf juſt loſt in black Deſpair, 
While endleſs Doubts my tedious Years compoſe. 
I've ſeen a mighty Prince enthron'd, 890 
His Head with Gems embrac'd, 
By ſuppliant crouding Vaſlals own'd, 
And all th' Applauſes of the Vulgar grac'd ; 
Yet Cares ſate thicker on his clouded Brows 
Than Diamonds, and rack'd his tortur'd Soul 3 
Dark Plots could all his midnight Slumbers rouſe, 1 
And Rebels all his glaring Bliſs controul. | 
But he who to his Maker flies (riſe. 
Above theſe earthly Fears, above the World can 


879 


880 


(Xl, Yet thoughtleſs Fools the pompous World adore, 
| And only covet its perplexing Store, go1 


And 
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And raiſe, alas ! their envious Eyes 
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To dunghil Worms with mighty Treaſures bleſt, + 


To worthleſs Sots with gaudy Glories dreſt, 
Or who to Honours, or to Scepters riſe. 
But he who's envi'd, nere can find 
That ftrangeFelicity, 
But growing Cares diſtra& his Mind, 
* And Beggars more enjoy themſelves than he. 
My very Life's but one extended Woe, 910 
My Meat, myDrink, mySleep,my waking Hours, 
My Reft, my Labours all uneaſy grow, 
And baffle all mySoul's ſuperiour Powers. 
Could I Love's holy Flames attain, 
Life would be vile to me, and Life's Corruptions vain. 


Wo to the Wretch whoſe Dulneſs ne?re could know 


The Miſeries of fading Life below ! 
Wo tothe Wretch, whoſe ſordid Sonl, 

For mean and tranſitory Joys, can ſlight 
The blifsful Regions of immortal Light, 9209 
And ſtill on Earth in common Ordure roll ! 
Ah mad, ah unbelieving Fools ! 

In carnal Wiſdom great ; 
In better things mere ſenſeleſs Tools ; 
Who drudg, but ne're can find the monſtrous 

Cheat. 
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75 But, far more wiſe, thoſe holy Saints of old 
Look'd on their ſinking Lives with nobler Scorn, 
Their Expectations, as their Faith, grown bold, 
To Heaven on Wings of bright Afﬀection born 
Nor could the Toys which here they ſaw, 
Their large aſpiring Souls from unſeen Glories draw. 
93k 
Riſe then my Soul, no more thy Task delay, 
910 Employ the preſent Light, the certain Day 3 
Jurs, Up! riſe ! put off the Day no more ! 
Now, now's the time to work, the time to fight, 
The Time to ſet thy Thoughts and Attions right > 
Delays can but increaſe the dreadful Score. 


rain. What tho fierce Flames and angry Seas - 
Oppoſe thy ſacred Reſt ? 
_ Olet no darling Error ſeize, 946 


Or tyrannize within thy captive Breaſt ! 
Shake off thy Sloth for ſhame ! attack this Foe ! 
| Throw off thy Sins, and Innocence purſue z 
929 *T'was only Sin diſeasd our Lives below, 
And robÞ'd us of our Crowns and Garlands due. 
O on thy Makers Mercy wait, 
Till he thy Living Death to DeathleG Life tranſlate ! 


Think 


wi” 4 
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Thinke o're thy State on Earth | how ſtrangely. 


frail, 
| How ſoon Hell's Follies o're thy Thoughts prevail; 
Today perhaps thy Lips confeſs 950 


Thy mighty Sins with Floods of ſtreaming Tears, 
Tomorrow Hell his fanguine Trophies rears, 
And Sins again thy weak Reſolves oppreſs : 
O then with humble Meckneſs all 
Thy yielding Weakneſs ſee, 
How that in one ſhort Hour may fat, 
Which might the Work of toiling Ages be ! 
Ah wretched I, if grown ſo quickly cold ! 
Ah wretched I, to drowſe in careleſs Reſt, 
As if ſecure I could the Garland hold, 960 
Tho not with one poor Grain of Goodneſs bleſt! 
Up! try the mighty Work again, 
If Hopes of bettering Life or ſtronger Grace remairi! 


XXII. 
Jt ts appointed for all Men once todie. 


Vet where the naked Mormo ſtands ! 
See how his pointed Dart the World commands ! 
The meager Sceleton with diſmal Glare, 
Shoots thro the peſtilential Air, 
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Lays Heaps on Heaps around, and I 
Before to morrow?s Sun may die. 

Dull that I am ! hard-hearted Wretch to dream 979 
Of laſting Joys and Pleaſures here ! 


- Shine deareſt God ! and let one glorious Beam 


Of heavenly Light my gloomy Conſcience clear ! 
I ſo prepar'd for Death may be, 
And from my Sins, and from thy Anger free. 


To Day I'm unprepar'd I know, 
But ſhall I fit for Death to Morrow grow ? 
To Morrow's but a wild uncertain thing, 
And may as little Wiſdom bring ; 
Nor can the longeſt Life be ſure 989 
It can repenting Thoughts procure, 


' Pve been a Chriſtian long, but ſtill retain 


An unreform'd unchriſtian Mind : 
Death may be dreadful, and attending Pain, 
But I more Woes in longer Life may find ; 

O may I now with daily Care, 


_ And watchful Eyes, for Death foreſeen prepare ! 


To day my youthful Neighbour did, 
And for Death's Summons I'll to day provide : 
I ſee to day, but can't be ſure my Sight 999 
Shall reach the next approaching Night : 
E I 


— 
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I ſee the Night, but never may 7 : 
Survive to meet the dawning Day. 7 
O maym't a ſudden Death my Soul ſurprize T p: 
When it goes off its needful Guard ! - 
Death with an unimagin'd Swiftneſs flies, \v 
No Art can its impetuous Wings retard 3 A 
Then I an inward Change may ce, 
And Sloth, tho paſt, my greateſt Grief may be. To 
I'm truly Wiſe and Bleſt, if ! ICC) 
Live but as well as I could wiſh todie, #ZO 
If my great Soul could earthly Joys deſpiſe, Fa 
And to the Heights of Vertue riſc ; | 
If I to Diſcipline could bow, 
And by my Works Repentance ſhow ; | 
Could I to God with ſwift Obedience fly, FF 
And my deay wretched Self abjure ; 
Could I but for my bleſt Redeemer die, 'D 
And for his Love the Racks and Flames endure ; = A 


Much I, while bleſt with Health, may do, 
But can't in Death thoſe happy Works purſue. 101:  T 


Perhaps I think a Sickneſs might 
Reform my Manners, and enlarge my Sight 3 VV 
Make me review my ſelf, and ſtraight repent, 
And be at once an Innocent : 
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_; Yet I in Sickneſs oft have pray*'d, 

7 A thouſand ſolemn Vows Pve made : 

” But ſtill I live the ſame 3 no more improv'd 

7 Than modiſh Travellers may come, 

Who have long Years thro' many Countries rov'd; 

And only brought their ſhameleſs Vices home. 1021 
Now, now*s the time, the welcome Day, 

O dow't for better Seaſons vainly ſtay ! 


Wn] Rouze then my Soul! thy Thoughts engage 
On what thy daily Weakneſſes preſage ! 
Fears for a time an Antidote may prove, 
And thy eternal Fears remove ; 
Thy Fears of preſent Death prevent 
| Thy everlaſting Puniſhment, 
2 {ive now, that, when his Summons Death ſhall give, 
We to unfading Joys may fly ; IO3z 
| Die to the World, that we to Chriſt may live, 
' And thou unclog'd aſcend above the Sky : 
Let's now the rebel Fleſh chaſtiſe, 
That. we may then with bleſt Aſſurance riſc. 


t What,canſt thon dream of Jengthning Days, 
-- When nothing here below unalter'd ſtays ? 
How many have thoſe fooliſh hopes deceiv'd, . 
- Of Breath by ſudden Strokes bercav'd ! 
E 2 This 


p” 
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This Man by ſome ſwift Bullet dies, 1049 © 
That drown'd beneath the Ocean lies, 
This daſh'd in pieces, that, juſt choakt, expires, 
Anothers in his Sports deſtroy?d ; 
Sword, Plagues, attempted Thefts, outragious Fires 
Make all their Dreams and vaſt Intendments void: 
So Life an empty Shadow flies, 
And when Death ſummons, languid Nature dies. 


Rouſe then at laſt ! be active now, 
Thy Neck to thy Celeſtial Labours bow ! I 049 
When Death once parts us two, our Hopes are vain 
New Overtures of Grace to gain 3 
And, if our own Endeavours fail, 
The Prayers of others can't prevail. 
Now, while Time laſts, graſp at Eternal Wealth, 
Now, now encreaſe thy ſacred Store ! 
Secure betimes thy own Immortal Health, 
Thy God, thy Saviour, and his Aids implore ; 
And when thou ſhalt thy Fetters leave, 
_ They?l Thee to thy great Maſter's Joys receive. 


Live then, but as a Stranger, here! 1060 
And unconcern'd with worldly things appear ! | 
Be light, be free from Cares ! above the Skies 

O raiſe thy long-expeQing Eyes ! 
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That, when thy Days on Earth are paſt, 
Thy Manſions there may ever laſt. 


With Prayers, with flowing Tears O ſeek the Place 


Where Glories all their Beams diſplay ; 
With endleſs Groans O ſeek thy Saviour's Face, 
And upward ſoar to reach that gladſome Day, 

Where thou with Saints ſhalt reſt above, 
Wrapt in th* Embraces of Eternal Love. 1071 


XXIII. 
And after that the Tudement, 


Anſt thou, Ah wretched Sinner ! canſt thou 
Obey thy own diſtemper'd Will 2 C{l 
Canſt thou, who fear'ſt an angry Prince*s Broyr, 
Thy ſelf in Sins againſt thy Lord allow ? 
Hark, the dreadful Trumpets ſound ! 
How they rend the trembling Ground ! 
Hark how pale Ghoſts & Fiends, with diſmal Shrieks 
From their Infernal Caverns riſe, (& Cries, 
And look with Horror on the flaming Sky, 1079 
And to the rolling Rocks & tumbling Hills for Skelter 
See where obedient Angels raiſe the Bar (fly! 


F. 3 Where 
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Where God his great Afjizes holds, 
Who ſees and ſcans thy private Sins as far 
As both the Poles in ſunder are, | 
Where neither Bribes nor feigw'd Excuſe | 
Can blind the Judg, or Wiſdom's Search abuſe, 


While his Impartial Doom thy monſtrous Gull 
unfolds. x 


z\ FB 


W hat wouldſt thou, helpleſs Creature, do: 
What Methods would thy thoughtleſs Soul purſue! ' 
Canſt thou alone eſcape the dreadful Teſt ? 109: 
Or in thy Sins, without diſturbance, reſt ? 
Or will ſome ſubtle Advocate appear, 
And plead for, and acquit thee there ? 
Poor filly Hopes, and ſenſeleſs Dreams ! 
On Earth thy humble Cries, thy ſpeaking Tears 
May reach thy mighty Maker's Farsz 
Repentance, here begun betimes, 
May cleanſe thy ingrain'd Sins, thy fouleſt Crime 
But Death for ever bars bright Mercy's ſmilin; 
Beams, T1090 


'Think'ſ thou the gloomy Flames of darkſome Hell | 

Will only Purgatory prove ? : 
And when thy Soul in endleſs Chains ſhall dwell, | 
Thy crying Guilt, thy endleſs Chains remove ? 


It's 
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DO 


It's true indeed, thy Sufferings there 
Shall dark and hideous as thy Sins appear 3 
InfatiateFiends there with their pointed Prongs, 
And fiery Goads, and burning Tongues 
Shall rouze thy tortur'd Soul : 
Thy Glutton Appetite the Pangs ſhall feel 1110 
Of Thirſt and Hunger z VWhips of flaming Steel 
Shall all thy barbarous Thoughts controul 3 
Black Streams of burning Pitch, and purple Flame 
Shall there the Wanton Leacher tame z 
The Envious Wretch, with many a painful Scowl 
Thro the waſte Shades of helliſh Torments howl : 
But ſtill, O ſtill ſhall thy diſtracted Soul 
in never-waſting Flames and livid Sulphur roll. 


But what are Flames and Sulphur to 
Thoſe long unutterable Pains 1120 
To damn*'d Delinquents due ? 

Hot Streams may fail, and blueſt Flames expire, 
But Hell's Immortal Rack diſdains 
The Bounds of Time; nor canſt thou dream 
How inconcetivably extream 

The Torments are from neu Fire. 


| 
F 4 | Think, 


5s 
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Think, if thou canſt,O think what dreadful weight : 
Almighty Fury on a Ghoſt may fling ! 
Think with what Woes a dark deſpairing State 

Muſt the diſtracted Conſcience ſting ! 1130 
There Woes bring Woes, and Tortures Tortures 

breed, | 

And Pains and Anguiſh Pains and Anguiſh feed, 
Plagues follow Plagues, Curſes on Curſes roar, 
Rage blows up Fury, tho enflam?d the more ; 
Horrors on Horrors tumble, Hells on Hells ; 

And the ſad Soul, firſt-born of Light, 

Once with internal Glories bright, 
In heavy, thickning, endleſs Darkneſs dwells. 


No ſhort-liv'd Beam can ever find the way 
To tortur'd Souls from their Congenial Day ; 
No Glimpſe of Joy in Hell can find a room, 114: 
Or rend th? impenetrable Gloom ; 
No Reſt, no Reſpit, not one /;ngle Now, 
Can Vengeance for their Eaſe allow ; 
The damn'd Aſſociates can't one Thought engage 
In Prayers or Wiſhes for an end of Woes ; 
No Plant of Hope in that waſte Region grows, 
But Rage to Malice, Malice turns to Rage. 


Could 
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57 
Could Days, could Months, could rolling 
Years I149 


Could Times laſt running Sands one Moment ſhow 
From whence one Drop of Hope might flow, 
The blackeſt Fiend might wipe his ſcalding Tears; 
But, when a thouſand fatal Years are told, 
Ten thouſand more are ſtill for Pains enroll'd, 
Millions of Millions then enhance the Score, 
And when they'r paſt, but clear the way for more, 
For ever ſtill that diſmal Hell muſt be, 


And vaſt as the wide Bounds of vaſt Eternity. 


What tho Repentance now to thee 
A tedious Work appears ? I 160 
In Hell one Minute ſhall more dreadful be 
Than all the Penance of a thouſand Years. 
Repent, poor Sinner, then ! no m6re delay ! 
No more put off the neceſſary Day ! 
So thou among the Bleſt at laſt ſhall ſtand, 
And like a Judg the trembling World command ; 
Tho mean on Earth, and deſpicably poor, 
The Great, the Proud ſhall there thy Doom endure. 
Then thoſe who ſcorr'd thy Vertues here, 
Shall at the Bar confus'd appear, 1170 
Admire thy Wiſdom, and their own deſpiſe, 
Which more a Bubble than a Crown could prize 3 
Thy 
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Thy Griefs ſhall then be acceptable found, | 
With Favours, as with Patience crown'd, : 1 
A Conſcience pure, obedient, innocent, 
A Soul with humbleſt things content, 
Devotion, holy Works ſhall ſerve thee more” 
Than worldly Wit, or all the Miſer's Store ; 
Thy Saviour gain'd, ſhall more of Bleſlings bring + 
Than all the Joys which here from mighty Conqueſts 
ſpring. | 1186 


(increaſe, 
Shouldſt thou, poor Wretch, in Eaſe and Wealtk 


And all the Smiles of flattring Peace ; 
Should Sycophants beneath thy Footſtool bow, 
And all their Service to thy Greatneſs vow, 
What Bleſling's this when thou ſhalt quit the Field, 
And Life to Death's Approaches yield ? 
What's Wealth within the ſilent Grave? . 
Or who's the Dead-man's humble Slave ? 
Only thy Love to God the Teſt can bear, 
 Allother Treaſures fly like empty Air ; 1199 
That Love pulls out Death's mortal Sting, 
Death can't to thee the Fears of Vengeance bring; 
Thon canſt, unmoy?d, the Bar and Pit behold 
In thy Redeemer's Merits bold. 
Approach thy Jndg, and with a ſmiling Brow 
Beiore his awful Glories bow 
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Till by thy Saviour?s tendereſt Loves embrac'd 


' With Robes of flowing Joys, and Crowns of Glory 


grac'd, 


XXIV. 
Ceaſe to do Evil, legra to do Well, 


I To my Lord have now my ſelf relign'd, 1199 

His Service has engag?d my thoughtful Mind : 

I've broke the Charms of this deceitful World, 

No more in common Storms or Tempeſts hurl'd ; 

Riſe then my Soul! O riſe to things above ! 

O ſerve thy Lord with watchful fervent Love ! 

Vainare thy Vows, thy beſt Reſolves are vain, 

If thou thy old, thy groveling Thoughts retain : 

On ZeaPs bright Wings O to his Boſom fly, 

With Angel-Bands in cheerful Service vie; 

Let no Reſiſtance beat thy Courage down, 1200 

Fake up the Croſs, and thou ſhalt gain the Crown. 

Here thou may*ſt mourn, there Joys eternal flow 3 

Work here, there Peace and boundleſs Pleaſures grow. 

Be thou, my Soul, to ſacred Practice true, 

5c&Il more than pay the promis'd Glories due. 

Rouſe, rouſe thy Hopes, if thou the Wreath wouldſt 
wear z 


But th y Pr cſumption ſtill repreſs with humbleſt Fear. 
Perhaps 


IT 


Perhaps uncertain Doubts diſtra&t thee here 
To know if thou in Good ſhalt perſevere, 
That is, Thou'ldſt have ſome Oracle declare 


How weak thy Thoughts, how vain thy Fancies are, 


But, were thy Queſtion throughly ſatisfi'd, 1221 
How wouldſt thou then thy flowing time divide ? 
Wouldſt thou be careful ? ſhould thy Induſtry 
More active then, or more illuſtrious be ? 
Do now the ſame ; ſweet Comforts then ſhall riſe, 
And Strength inform thee from the ſmiling Skies : 
Leave future things to God?s ſuperiour Care, 
And ſtrive to know what his Preſcriptions are : 
Search through his Laws, andall thy Life ſhall be 
Divine, and thou from Fears and torturing Paſſions 
free. I 239 


What tho the Work be hard, the Task ſevere, 
And various Terrors round Heaven's Ways appear?! 
He's only brave who conquers powerful Foes, 

And toa Throne thro mighty Dangers goes. 
Tocurb thy ſelf, the nobleſt Conqueſt yields ; 
He who himſelf ſubdues, may win a thouſand Fields, 


What tho thy Sins are few, thy Paſſions low ? 
© don't preſumptious thence or lazy grow ! 
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: Another preſt with headſtrong Paſſions may | a 
- Fight bravely thro, and gain a glorious Day, 1250 


While thy unhappy ſlothful Temper fails, 

And Hell too ſoon on all thy Hopes prevails : 
Theſe things may to thy Reformation tend, 

If thon thy vicious Nature ſtrongly bend 

To better Ways, or with a fervent Heat” ' 
Contendſt to be in rareſt Vertues great 3 

But chiefly from thoſe noted Vices fly, 

Which, in another ſeen, offend thy tender Eye. 


Look out my Soul for good ! look all around, 
And imitate the great Example found, 1260 
From others Sins with utmoſt Caution fly, 

To mend thy own thy utmoſt Cares apply : 
Remember others Eyes are ſharp as thine. 

How ſ{weet's the Life when heav*nly Diſcipline 
Chriſt's zealoufly devout Profeſiors guides, 

And o're their Works and o're their Hearts preſides ! 
While Sorrows break the pious Heart to ſee 

The vile and treacherous Arts of curg?d Hypocriſy. 


Call o're thy Name, that Saviour's Ads reviſe 
W ho for thy Sins could fall a Sacrifice ; 1270 
Read his dear ſpotleſs Life, and read with Shame 
How ſhort thou falVſt of that Illuſtriovs Name, 


How 


62 The Chriſtian Book I, 
How long a Chriſtian, but how far from Chriſt, 

| How ſoon by Hell to Helliſh Crimes entic'd ; 

Read but his Life and Death devoutly o're, 

Twill ſoon appear how good, how valt thy Store ; 
The Holy Jeſus all thy Works will bleſs, 

Jeſus thy Thoughts, thy Words, thy All poſſeſs: 

O were that dear, that dying Saviour mine, 


How brightly would my Will, my Sacred Learning ' 
ſhine ! 1280 | 


The zealous Chriſtian with Submiſſion bears 
That Weight wherein his Maſter's Hand appears : 
While deep Aﬀictions on Afictions roll 
With mighty Woes around the lukewarm Soul ; 
No inward Comfort warms his gloomy Breaſt, 

But with vaſt Loads of inward Guilt oppreſt, 

He ſeeks for holy Luxury and Eaſe, 

But can't his bleeding Wounds, his inward Pangs ap- 
peaſle. 


Haw liv'd thoſe holy Saints renown'd of old, 
In Sacred Fame's Eternal Sheets cnroll'd ? I290 
In private all, with meaneſt Food content ; 
Their Days in Watchings and in Labours ſpent : 
Rough Hair their tender Bodics mortifi*d, 
Humble within, and free without from Pride, 
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Z Farly and late their Prayers attacK'd the Skies, 


z Much was their Reading, much their Exerciſe, 
”” Whole Nights they'd oft in Sacred Praiſes ſpend, 
”; Whole Days with Holy Faſts their Lord attend. 


And canfſt thou all their great Examples find, 
And be to Madneſs ſtill,or lazy Sloth enclin'd ? 1 300 


O were we free from all Incumbrance here, 
Our God would in our Hearts and Lives appear ! 


E From Sleep, from Thirſt, from griping Hunger free, 


Wed conſecrate our ſelves, dear Lord, to thee. 
'Twere far more happy ſo to ſpend our Days, 
Fhan Trophies to our mouldring Fleſh to raiſe; 
Too rarely now Divine Delights we taſte, 

The Holy Banquet then ſhall ever, ever laſt. 


When we can Creature-Comforts once deſpiſe, 
God will be precious in our longing Eyes, 1310 
We ſoon ſhall ſmile at all Events below, 

Qur Pleaſures and our Griets with Temper flow ; 
God will be All in All, ſupreamly bleſt, 


Our conſtant Hops and our Eternal Reſt, 


With whom there's nothing preſent, paſt, to come; 


' But one cternal Now compleats the boundleſs Sum. 


Think 
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Think oft of Death ; that Time once paſt-no more 3 


Returns ; no Carescan flying Age reſtore : 
If thou growſt cold, my Soul, the Plague's begun, | 


Thy Joys are ruin'd, and thy Hopes undone 3 132: 


2 


But if thy Zeal grows hot, thowlt purchaſe Peace, 
Thy Loves ſhall flouriſh, and thy Grace encreaſe: : 
Zeal makes thee fit for all things, makes thee thrive, 


And keeps thy Courage and thy Hopes alive, 
More Honour he who rules his Paſſion gains 
Than he who Scepters, or who Crowns obtains. 
Small Sins indulg?d riſe to a greater Height ; 

A Day well ſpent brings on a joyful Night. 


Watch then my Soul ! O rouſe thy Self from Sin! 


In all Advices with thy Self begin ; 
Rule thou thy ſelf, let others ſtand or fall, 
A Conqueſt o're thy ſelf a real Conquelt call. 
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is 7 The Second Book. 
I. 
© That the Life alſo of Teſus might be manifeſt in 
04Y Fleſh. 


In ſuch his ſacred Empire ſtands 3 
Turn then to God ; this wretched World des 
Thy Soul ſhall then in Safety reſt : (teſts 
- Scornoutward Toys, but inward Vertues prize, 
| Then in thy Breaſt his Throne ſhall riſe; 
. Sweet Peace and Holy Joys, to Dogs denyd, 
| Shall iri thy happy Breaſt reſide. 
*, ' Thy Lord to thee, if thouprepare the Room, 
my Shall with a thouſand Comforts comez 10 


: + ng Mighty God in pious Hearts commands, 


F His 


Book l 1 


His glorious Beauties and his Charms Divine 
More bright in Holy Boſoms ſhine, 
Where with the Soul he oft and kindly talks, 
And in amazing Friendſhip walks. 
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Rouſe then, believing Soul ! with humble Care, | 5 
Thy Lodgings for thy Spouſe prepare! 
His Word is paſs'd ; If any Soul improve 7 
In Holy Truth and Heavenly Love, 
1 and my Father in his peaceful Breaſt =F5 
Will ſettle our Eternal Reſt. wh 
He comes ! diſcard all other Inmates ſtraight, | T 
Set wide for him the Glorious Gate! ; 
Chriſt will be Riches, Life, and All to thee, b- 7 
Thy Husband and thy Guardian He. £- 
No more ſhalt thou Inferiour Aids implore, | T 
In Man repole thy Truſt no more ; | 
Men ſoon are chang'd and periſh, only He _ 
Lives thro immenſe Eternity. yy 
Men are uncertain as the veering Wind, - A 
To all deluſive Arts inclin'd ; 342 


Today they*r loving, and to day they'r kind, 5 H 
To morrow all:to Spite reſign'd : "I 
Truſt then in God ; to him for Shelter fly, = H 
With Love and Fear before him lie, FE 
Thowlt find no laſting City here below, 
But wilt a wretched Stranger grow, 
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Fo * A A wandring Pllerim, and bereay'd of Reſt, 
- Till of thy Chriſt, thy King poſleſt. 
” Earth Snot an eaſeful Place : Above the Skies 
- O lift thy watry longing Eyes. 40 
- Therelet thy ſacred Converſation be, | 
oy, Thoclog'd with vile Mortality. 
-* Think on thy Mighty Lord: On Chriſt recline, 
Beall thy Thoughts and Words Divine ; 
-- But, if his wondrous Throne appear too high, 
% O to his Croſs for Harbour fly ! 
Think on his gaping Wounds, how deep, how wide, 
Y; How they'll a trembling Sinner hide; 
' There thou Flood of healing Balm ſhalt find, 
jy More rich than Gilead's nobleſt Kind. Fo 
. ” Thence may'ſt thon look abroad with cheerful Eyes, 
And Human Scorns and Frowns deſpiſe. 
' Thy deareſt Lord was helpleſs here and poor, 
, And could their bold Afronts endure : - 
_: A Manof Sorrows, and inur*d to Pain, | 
And can'ſt thou, wretched thing ! complain ? 
'” Hated, beli'd was He; and wouldſt thou find 
- The World abour thee Juſt and Kind ? 
3 How would thy Patience, if untry*d, be crown'd, 
&: Thy Love be to thy Maſter found ? 60 
S With bim the Croſs on Earth for him ſuſtain, h 
If thovlditwith him triumphant reign. 
F 2 Had'ſt 
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Hadſt thou thy! Saviour's bleeding Boſom viewd, 
Had Love thy tender Soul imbu'd, 
Thowdſt nere thy own Concern nor Eaſe regard, 
But be with Joy for Shame prepar'd. 
Where Heavenly Love in ſacred Flames can riſe, 
A Man will foon Himſelf deſpiſe. 
Jeſus and Truth, in Souls from Paſſions free, 


Implant a Godlike Liberty ; 70 _ 


Mount then to Heaven with mighty Raptures ble{t, 
Where They in ſweet Fruition reſt. 

He who looks thro the masking World's Diſguiſe, 
Is taught by God, and truly Wiſe, 

He by Heaven's inward Light direQs his Ways, 
No gaudy Show his Courſe delays: 

Each where a Place, each Hour a Time can find 

| Toexercile his ſoaring Mind, 

Sweet Meditations are his whole Delight, 
Nor canthis World his Thoughts invite ; 89 | 

No foreign Cares or Bulineſs curb his Soul, 
Or his ſuperiour Senſe controul. 

Well-pois'd within hene're regards nor fears 
The Rage of headſtrong Mutineers ; 

Bit knows diltracting Macnels only ſprings 
From Tring , Sordid, Worldly things. 

Wert thou well purg' , from darling Vices free, 
All things would turn to Good to thee; 
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But now a thouſand Cares thy Dreams diſpleaſe, 

A thouſand Croſles break thy Peace : 90 
Thy Soul not yet enough from Earth retires, | 
7 Nor art thon Dead to vain Deſires. 
” TheLove of Farth pollutes the pureſt Heart : 

All Earthly things the Plague impart. 
Mount-then, and aKEnjoymeats here deſpiſe ; 
So thou to outward Joys and endleſs Bliſs ſhall riſe, 


IL. 
He who hambleth himſelf (hall be exalted, 


Fre vex thy ſelf to think what powerful Friend 
May thy loſt Cauſe defend; .. 
Ne're vex thy ſelf, to think what powerful Foe 
May work thy OQverthrow. 100 
Keep but thy Conſcience pure, thy God ſhall be 
Thy Saviour, and a ſure Defence for thee. 


- Where Godaſliſts, the World in vain may frown, 
» And ſtrive to keep thee Cown, 
Hell ſoon, if thou'lt with humble Patience wait, 

's Relieve thy ſinking State, 

= He knows His time ; Thy Faults thy Neighbours know ; 

Z And humbleſt Thoughts from Errors known ſhould 
flow. 


The 


F 3 
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The Soul caſt down for Sin ſoon reconciles 
His angry Neighbour's Smiles: ? £ 
In Woes God views his true Humility, I "_ '1 
And faves and ſets him free; | 
To him his Comforts and his Grace incline, : 
And make him after Sufferings brighter ſhine. = 1 


His Secrets God to humble Souls reveals, y H 
And ſuch with Sweetneſs heals 
Tho ſcorn'd by Men he ſtill ſecures their Peace, 
Till Worldly Furies ceaſe, EF 
Don't then thy ſolf for wondrous Gains eſteem, 
Till thou leſs to thy ſelf than all around thee ſeem. 120 J' 


TIT. 
1 
The Fruit of Righteouſneſs is ſown in Peace þ 
them that make Peace. © T 


| þ Peace and Love within thy Boſom reign, | 
Thoa others mayſt to Love and Peace allure, _ FE 

The peaceful Man may greater Glory gain ” 
Than Learning could, or mighty Parts procure. | B 
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= | The Man of Spite in all things Poiſon finds, 
> Andallthings I of all the World believes. 


And nee to jealous Dreams reception re. 


" The Male-content with jealous Furies torn, 
To others Reſt, Reſt to himſelf denies : 139 
- His Senſe by Rage, and boundleſs Heats o'reborn ; 
ls But what's his Work with mad Contempt defies. 


He nicely ſcans what Others Duties are, 
- But what's his Own as wiſely caſts aſide, 
0 Judg thou thy ſelf firſt with impartial Care, 
And to thy Neighbour then thy Thoughts divide. 


' Thou canſt a thouſand fine Excuſes make 
| For Crimes, but hat*ſt what others make to thee, 


Thy Wiſdom Pleas for others Faults ſhould take, 
And on it ſelf the ſharpeſt Cenſor be. 149 


Elſe thou'rt to Charity a Stranger quite, 

No humble Thoughts approach thy ſurly Breaſt : 
But meek good Men in Anger cart delight, 

Or think they on themſelves improve it belt, 


F 4 


a 
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With kind ſweet temper'd Friends in Peace to live, 
Is Nature SRule ; for Love Returns will claim - 
But Peace, with ſuch as bold Diſturbance give, 
_ With rough hewn Boors, becomes a Chriſtian | 
Name. | | ? 


This happy Man enjoys an eaſy Mind, | 
And Peace with Others wiſely ſtil] maintains. t 5c 
That with Himſelf nor Others Peace-can find ; 
Bad to Himſelf, to Others worſe remains. 


Yet all our Quiet in our State of Wo, 

In humble Sufferiag, not Enjoyment, ſtands ; 
And he who beſt can thro Affliction go, | 
 Thecalmeſt Thoughts, the ſureſt Peace commands, 


He all the World with patient Faith ſubdues, 
And ore himſelf a mighty Conqueſt gains : 
To him his Saviour endleſs Friendſhip ſhews, F 
| And hea King at laſt in Heaven's bright Kingdom 
reigns. 160 | 
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IV. 
Purity and Sincerity, 
(may riſe, 
N two fair Dove-like Wings the pious Saint 
From Earthly Sorrows tow'rd the peaceful 
Skies. 
A Heart ſincere, a ſpotleſs Mind, 
In all that's Lov'd, andall Deſign'd ; 
This tow'rds its Maker haſtes, 
That all his Goodneſs taſtes 
How kind, how free 
He'll always be. 
Thy Thoughts ſhall all ſucceed, 170 
From looſe Aﬀections freed, 
If thou Heaven's Will reſolve to do, 
And all thy Neighbours Good purſue, 
Then Nature's Frame the nobleſt Book ſhall be, 
And every Plant preſent thy Mighty God to thee. 


Purge but thy ſelf from Sin, thy Senſe enlarg'd ſhall go 
Thro Heaven's vaſt Tracts,and Hells dark Womb 
below. 
All things to well-purg'd Souls are fair, 
All vile to thoſe polluted are. 


Pure 


[ 


| 
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Pure Hearts perhaps may know hy 
Some little Joys below : 7 - 
But Horrour rolls 
O're guilty Souls, = 
While bright as etna ſhows 
When th? inward Sulphur glows 3 
So clear will real Converts ſhine, 
With Heavenly Zeal and Love Divine. : 
The Luke-warm Whyetch the ſmalleſt Labour fears: * 
The firm good Man unmov'd thro fierceſt Danger | 
ſteers, 


V. | © 
CONSIDER. 


Ow oft our Grace, and Senſe of Gracedecays! | 
How weak's our inward Light, how faint its / . - 
Blaze ! 190 
How oft extinguiſh'd quite while we remiſsly gaze ! 


Rarely we can our inward Darkneſs find ; 

Our Deeds are fooliſh, our Excuſes blind, 2 
And a wild mad-brain'd Heat miſcalld a zealous | 
Mind. ; 
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$0 x We ſoon the Motes in others Eyes can ſpy, 
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But in our own can ſcarce the Beams deſcry ; 


2 Our Sins we ſlightly paſs, but Theirs ſeverely try. 


We feel the Feather on our Shoulders Jaid, 
But not how much that maſſive Mountain weigh'd, 
To which our Neighbours were by our ill Arts be- 
ways -* 200 


That Man, who with impartial Eyes looks o're 
His own great Sins, and their advancing Score, 


'. Willfind his Taskat home, and gad abroad no more. 


The wiſe Man firſt his Own Concerns purſues, 
Condemns Himſelf, to Others Candour ſhews, 
And oft ſevere Diſputes within Himſelf renews. 


Doſt thou thy God with juſt Aﬀections love ? 
No more will earthly things thy Fancy mowe, 
But all thy Thoughts will dwell on endleſs Joys above. 


If not at home, where lives thy wandring Mind ? 210 
What Good canſt thou, thy ſelf negleQed, find ? 
True Peace and Reſt were all for inward Cares de- 
ſign'd. 


How 
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bel 


How vaſt, how ſweet will thy Advantage be, | 
When, from inferiour Cares and Tortures free, | U 
ThouPt all theworthleſs Heap of Earthly Glories ſee? © F 
There's ; nothing Great, or Good, or Juſt, or High, |: 2 
With which weak Nature can thy Soul ſupply; £ 
Such Treaſuresall in God's Eternal Boſom lie, 


The pious Soul all for his God defies, XL 
He Lives, Fills all things,is Immenſe and Wiſe; 220 
From himall Pleaſures ſpring,and ſolid Comforts riſe, ; 


VI. 


4nd herein do T exerciſe my ſelf, to have always F 
Conſcience void of Offence. o: 


A Conſcience free, a Conſcience clear j- 

From ipward Pangs of guilty Fear, 

The happy Soul with peaceful Glory crowns ; 

Feeds him with Joys, tho croſt with Woes, 
And bids him ſmile at angry Foes, 

While Guilt {till trembles at their angry Frowns. 
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= Sweet be hisPeace, and calm his Reſt, 

>, U Who by no dark RefleQtion's preſt, 

0 Butall his Actions are refin'd and good. 230 
No Peace the guilty Conſcience knows, 

But ſecret Gripes and ſwelling Woes, 

= As conſtant Rains augment the rolling Flood, 
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What tho They talk of peaceful Days, 

. And high their vain Expectance raiſe, 

& o And dream of happy Lives from Anguiſh free ? 
. 7 Mind not their haughty Looks or Lies, 

'E Vengeance on all their Pride ſhall riſe, 

And all their Embryo Thoughts abortive be. 
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Joy in ſevere Afﬀiction proves, ' 249 
No uncouth Task to kim who loves; 
His Saviour's Croſs is all his Boaſt and Pride, 
While that ſhort Praife the World beſtows 
A thouſand Griefs and Miſchiefs cloſe, 
And humane Hearts with torturing Woes divide: 


Sweet Innocence, not vulgar Air, 
- And God and heavenly Truth prepare, 
* Treaſuresof laſting Joys for tumble Minds : 
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DT 


Who to eternal Crowns aſpires 
No Temporary Bliſs defires, 25 
Nor on this wretched Earth Contentment finds. b 


Where tranſient Bliſs the Man deceives, 

The Wretch a glorious Kingdom leaves, 
And barters Orient Gems for crumbling Duſt ; 

He only gains a peaceful State 

Who neither values Praiſe nor Hate, 
But's ever to Himſelf and Vertue juſt. 


Praiſe adds no Holineſs to Thee, | + 
And He a ſpotleſs Saint may be © 259Þ 
Who droops beneath the Weight of ſenſleſs Lies; | 
God only knows him thro', and where 
The Hands are clean, the Heart ſincere : 
The Man at eaſe the common Vogue defies. 


He'll ne're in Creature-Comforts reſt, 

God wholly fills his taintleſs Breaſt, 
And to Eternity conſigns his Name: 

All ſordid Paſſions then remove, 

And walk with God in perfe& Love, 
And promis'd Crowns of Heavenly Glory claim. 
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VII. 
We love him becauſe he firſt loved ns. 
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Appy, thrice Happy's He 270 
Who can Himſelf deſpiſe, 

And, from ignobler Paſlions free, 
Up to the Guſt of Love Divine can riſe ! 

Once wasI fond of Pleaſures here, 
Toys could themſelves to trifling Thoughts endear. 
But now Pve caſt *em off; my Jeſus now 
7 Has my cold Heart with ſacred Flames poſleſt, 
9. I to his Scepter only bow 
; | With Heavenly Raptures bleſt. 


He's mine! He%s mine! to him 280 
My wing'd Aﬀections fly, 
To me my former Comforts ſeem 
An empty Cheat, a dangerous Fallacy. 
Jeſus alone my Saviour"s true, 
Daily his Aids, his charming Loves renew : 
Who e&re in this declining World confides, 
Cruſh'd with it in eternal Ruines lies ; 
Only my Rock, my Chriſt abides, 
And powerful Time defies. 
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Pl! graſp my Lord, my Love, 296 |. 
And on his Breaſt recline ; * 
Let Others Other Friendſhips prove, 
My Life, my Feſus ſhall alone be Mine. 
| Others the Soul in Dangers leave, 
My Feſius can't my longing Hopes deceive, 
I muſt from all inferiour Pleaſures part, 
Nor, if I would, could I the Cheats retain, 
| My Feſus ever keeps my Heart, 
And1 in Him remain. 


Come Life, come haſty Death, 9gos 
FIlin my Jeſus truſt; | 
To him Ill gladly yield my Breath, : 
He'll only to my Faith and Love be juſt: : 
He can't endure another Gueſt 
Should rival him in my divided Breaſt ; 
There He'll an Arbitrary Monarch reign, 
His Throne, when freed from bold Uſurpers,old, | T 
And my dull Heart to entertain 2 
His glorious Image mould, 


.® Book Il. Pattern paraphrasd. 81 
D z Teſus; my Lord, alone 310 
a My Love with Loves requites 3 


But off thoſe airy Hopes are blown, 
Which tranſient Bliſs, or faithleſs Earth invites; 
No mote, I'll look abroad no more, 
My Feſus is my All, my boundleſs Store, 
Should Ie're ſeek my Self; my Self would prove 
Worſe than the World, and worſe than Hell to me. 
While I my Feſus only love 
He's my Security. 


0 | VIIL. 


1 am my Beloved's, aud my Beloved is mine. 
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J Eſus ! Dear, Holy, Charming Name! 329 
My Joy ! my Love! my Soul ! my vital Flame! 
How am I dleſt when thou art here ! : 
How dead when thy ſweet Beams no more appear * 
Vain is all Solace drawn from things below, 
. Only from thy dear Life Eternal Comforts flow. 


So when with ruddy ſwelling Eyes 
Bleſt Mary offer'd Sorrow's Sacrifice, 


(y 
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To her dear Breathleis Brother's Ghoſt, > 

Her broken Thoughts in ſtrange Amuſements Joſt, F 

Feſus the Maſter call'd ; the welcome Sound 3c! |. 
Wip'd off her flowing Tears, her Eyes in Pleaſure! 5 
drown'd. / 


What Rocks could keep their Quarry long * 
WhencalPd from thence byhis harmonious Tongue!! 
' How ſtupid would the Sinner prove 
Whom his All-powerful Language fail'd to move! 
Fm loſt, undone ſhould He rejected be 3 
TT hat Loſs is greater far than that of Worlds to me, 


Without Him what's the flattering World : Pr 
But one rude Heap, in wild Confuſions hurl'd ! 
With Him Hell's darkeſt part would be 
A Paradiſe, from all Temptation free. 341 
Jeſus alone's an inexhauſted Mine 
Of Tonſolations rich, and Treaſures all Divine. 


[ How ſhall I hold thee faſt, my Love? An 
How with my Jeſus all my Days improve ? 5 
O make me Humble, make me Kind ! 
So I ſhall his unalter*d Preſence find ; >: 
My Jeſus I by Sins may turn to flight, (Night; 
But then muſt iricadlets live in Sorrow?'s gloom i 
nw 


Gon bo 
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Þ May I enjoy but thee my Dear, 350 
0!”  T[11not a thouſand marſhal'd Armies fear 

ry No threatning Worlds ſhall daunt my Soul, 


Nor Hell's confederate Bands my Joys controul. 
- Others Plllove for Thee, but Thee alone, 
'd For thy Eſſential Worth, my Lord my Saviour own. 
Ie!! 


| Iillay my pining Envy by, 
©  Andore my Paſſions for a Conquelt try, 
Vile in my ſelf, yet loy'd by Grace, 
C, To others I'll thy ſacred Footſteps trace ; 
No wretched Inmates ſhall my Heart divide, 369 
Id Pm all, Pm only thine by all Engagements ty'd, 


Waſh me my God, and make me pure, 
41 My Soul from all enſnaring Arts ſecure ! 
Olet me taſte, O let me ſee 
What inexhauſted Sweetneſs flows from Thee ! 
Draw me, prevent me by powerful Grace, (hrace! 
And my purg'd Soul with thy endearing Arms em- 


When of thy powerful Grace depriv'd, 
& My Wealth, my Hopes, my Joys are all ſhortliv'd; 
oh When hat returns, reviv'd again, 370 
oms I vigorous Hopes and mighty Joys attain : 
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So Summer Winter, | Day ſucceeds to Night, P 
And to a ſullen Storm, a Sky ſerene and bright. © 


a 


Þ 
IX. F 
O that my Head were Waters ! A 


IT: eaſy, very eaſy ſure, B 
When Seas ſmile only with a gentle Gale, T 
To hold the Rudder, or to furl the Sail ; | 
* A young, a half-experienc'd Skipper may H 
The floating Hulk trom Port to Port convey, .# O 
From lurking Rocks and Sands ſecure. A 
But when an Earth-born Tempeſt loudly roars, 38: Bt 
And toaming Billows aaſh the ſounding Shores ; ; 


When Mountain-Surges bounding high, * Fo 
With curling Heads attempt the thundring Sxy, 
Each Flurry opens Nature's ſilent Womb, Tl 


And every Break diſplays a gaping Tomb; 

A $kilful Pilot only then can hold b 
The Helm, with long Experience bold, F Ho 

Hoary with Toils, with great Succelles crown'd, E An 
And all his brawny Crew around ” Ho 

With Storms undaunted, and in Dangers old. 3s. vw 


—— 
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F So when unfailing Comforts flow 
” From ſmiling Heaven to ſtay the ſtaggering Soul, 
 Andall its Joys are undifturb'd and whole, 
- A Novice Chriſtian, tho with Croſſes tri'd, 
* May bear his Head above the broken T ide, 
And an unyielding Courage ſhow. 
But if at once, when Hell and Earth conſpires 
To work his Ruine, God himſelf retires ; 
If he behind a Cloud conceal 
His Lifeful Smiles ; and if a diſmal Peal 400 
Of Cares and Fears, wild Doubts and dark Deſpair, 
And HelPs ſwift Troops around the groaning Air, 
30: Break on his wretched Head ; if, rack'd with Woes, 
| And inward Griefs convuliive Throws, 
' Forlorn, deſerted, ſtill his Faith can riſe, 
And ſtill can pierce the lowring Skies, 
This Man alone Faith's conquering Virtue knows. 


But Ah! how weak, dear Lord, am1T ! 
=. How could I flutter in ſerener Days, 
- And ſportand bask beneath thy gentler Rays! 41c 
.. How bold when Dangers at a diſtance ſtood, 
9 When all thy Ways were ſmooth, and all were Good, 
: And always thy Aſſiſtance by ! 


Yo G 3 Nay 


Bree. 
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Nay I have bravely ſtem'd the threatning Tide 
Of helliſh Malice and of humane Pride, F 
And thro aſflictive Deſerts preſt, 'F 
When by thy Condudt and thy Favour bleſt. 
But twas not I, dear Lord ! thy mighty Grace 
And living Beams from thy Illuſtrious Face, 
Enlarg'd my Courage, and confirm'd my Heart. 42. 
But O ſhould once thy Gracedepart ! 
Shouldſt thou deſert my Soul ! no Comforts bring, 
When gathering Storms around me ſing, 
How, Lord, could I ſupport the fatal Smart ! ” 
I know when my Redeemer dy*'d, 1 
When my dear ſuffering Jeſus conquer?d Hell, 
His Fleſh beneath Extremes of Anguilh fell ; 2» 
Thy Saints beneath ſevere Deſertions groan'd, EL * 
By Men afflicted, and by Heaven diſown'd, 1 
When in the ſcorching Furnace try'd;z 43) | 
Harſh were their Trials, but their Faith Divine 
Did brighteſt in Afliction*s Midnight ſhine. 5 
Thiey ſtood as Rocks unſhock?d, unmov'd, | 
When by Temptations hideous Tempeſt prov'd ; L 
Nay tho they dy*d, they ſtill corld truſt in Thee, | 
And chearful Hopes thro? diſmal Darkneſs ſee. 
But what am I, alas! how weak, how vain, 
If thon my God thy Smiles reſtrain? 
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- 1 ſink, I drown, O fave me, fave me now ! 
: Unbend thy dreadful threatning Brow, 440 
* Frel among the ſilent Tombs remain ! 


Lord 1 confeſs 'm all impure, 
Like beggar?d Oar drawn from exhauſted Veins, 
120 Which mer rewards the Owners Coſt or Pains : 
I know, if for Eternal Reſt delign'd, 
» _ Imuſt beoff, like pureſt Gold, refin'd, 
And oft the hery Teſt endure. 
Try me, Otry me! Scorch me ! Burn me here! 
Till 1 well purg'd from droſly Earth appear 3 
But ſtill with Judgment laſh me Lord, 450 
Not like an off-caſt Wretch, forlorn, abhorr'd ! 
Thy rougheſt Hand O give me Strength to bear ! 
Thro? Woes protect me by thy tendreſt Care! 
32 If thou thy Face a while in Anger hide, 
Or in prodigious Gloom reſide, 2 
Shine quickly, ſhine again to me, and clear, 
O Snn of Righteouſneſs appear 
With all thy lovely Beams and Morning Pride. 


When all Hell's Meſſengers on me 
With angry Buffets vent their utmoſt Rage, yg69 
And ſpiteful Worlds againſt my Soul engage, 
+: Be thou with me ; and tho a thouſand Foes 
>» Exert their Malice, and their Hate diſcloſe, 
be Thy Grace my ſure Defence will be, Afs 
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Afiction makes me humble, makes me wiſe, 
Affliction is Devotion's Exerciſe, 

Hope's happy Teſt, Faitls Qrdeal Fire, 


The Death of ſenſual Luſt and vain Deſire. = 
But when I've bravely paſt the threatning Flood, F 
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F 
The Seas all bluſhing o*re with Crimſon Blood, 
Tho Hell's inveterate Armies ſtill purſue, 470 | 
Dear Lord thy Captain-Flame renew, EZ o 
Their ſhatter*d Wheels ſhall then but ſlowly move 
| But I thy vigorous Comforts prove, 
And from the wrecky Shore the promis'd Canaar 
view, 
L 
N. x: \ 
Of his Fulneſs we all receive, and Grace for Grace. 3 


H* ! would I hope alazy Reſt to find, 
E For Pains created, and for Toilsdeſign'd ? 
Would I ſupinely ſnort and ſtreak, x. C 
And only in a drouſy Language ſpeak ? | 
| No: Pl all worldly Eaſe deſpiſe, 


And only Patience exerciſe, 480 ; | 
22 nd, w hile the World diſſolv'd in Pleaſure lies, 4 
The Croſs PII freely take, EL 
The Croſs my Glory make, 1 


My deareſt Prize. 


Ld 
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” Poor thoughtleſs Creatures yet inferiour Toys 
' Would rather chuſe than theſe diviner Joys, 


Theſe which their own excel as far 


*> As Midday's Sun outſhines the Morning Star 


Thoſe only Shame and Leanneſs bring, 
But theſe from Heavenand Vertue ſpring, 490 
By God himſelf on humble Minds beſtow?d, | 
Tho off that pleaſing Tide 
Sometimes in Ebbs muſt ſlide, 
Which lately fiow'd. 


Unhappy Men for ſenſleſs Freedoms move, 
Which but as Bars to Heavenly Pleaſures prove. 
God freely will his Grace beſtow : 
But Men ingrateful won't the Donor know. 
We never could exnauſt the Spring, 
Could we but fit Receivers bring. 509 
On humble Hearts God pours abundant Grace : 
But where aſſuming Pride 
Can 1n the Soul reſide, 
[tquits the Place. 


[ hate thoſe Foys which drown: my Senſe of Sin ; 
1 hate thoſe Raptures which in Pride begin; 


Not all that's High is Holy found, (crown'd 


A Nor all that's ſweet with wholeſome Goodneſs 


Impu- 
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Impurities our Thoughts may ſeize, 
Our very Dreams our God diſpleaſe. . 519 z 
By Grace and by the Rod reform'd, my Senſe : 

Obſerves I'm poor and bare, 
And Mercies only are 


My ſure Defence. 


I'll humbly then before my Maker bow, 
Nor Pride nor Folly in my ſelf allow. 
The pureſt Saints are humbleſt ſtill, 
No vain Conceits their modeſt Boſoms fill ; 
God was their Strength, on him they ſtay'd, 


More lowly ſtill by Vertue made; 520 
Each other”s flattering Eulogies they ſcorn'd, | 
But ever lov'd to ſee * | 
The gracious Deity 
With Praiſe adorn'd. 


Mnch have I got, but till I hope for more, 
If I my God with hnmble Vows 1mplore, 
Nor by my Own His Actions prize, 
Whoſe Wiſdom dazzles my defective Eyes. 
The Gift thats mean, the Work that's low, | 
Can't from unbounded Goodneſs flew. $530 * 
His Rod in Mea thankful Heart ſhall find ; 
And let him take or give, 
My humble Soul ſhall live 
Tohim reſign'd, 
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: Let him take ap his Croſs. 


| hy OK out my Soul, ſee all the floating World 
With Anchors drop't and Canvas furl'd, 
As if in Heaven's capacious Road ſecure, 
They*d make their Port, and ſeize Eternal Reſt ; 
Nor could their tedious Lives endure, 
Till with Immortal Glories bleſt, 540 
1, But lo! a Croſs of Blood ! the thundring Sky 
0 Flames with the dreadful Prodigy ! 
And lo! the Fleet in ſtrange Confuſion fly, 
Their Cables cut, all Hands aloft ! they cry, 
To Windward ply, clap all their Canvas on, 
And 1lo! how ſuddenly they'r gone ! 
In all the Offin not one Sall appears, 
So terrible the Croſs, ſo ſwift their ſenſleſs Fears. 


They'r bold in Calms, and love a gentle Gale, 
But in a Storm their Tempers fail, 550 
Cold are their Hearts, their Courage deadly cold ; 
0. They can't a rolling Eaſtern Billow bear, 
But, to enſlaving Terrors ſold, 
They ſink at once in deep Deſpair. 


Fond 
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Fond Hypocrites who'd fain by fine Deceit 
Their Maker*s ſearching Wiſdom cheat ! 
Would ſolid Blifs for empty Service gain, 
And by Heaven's piercing Eyes unſeen remain ; 
They love a Heavenly and Eternal Feaſt, J. 
But previous Abſtinence deteſt ; 560 : 
Themſelves, as other Men, Themſelves abuſe, 
And for a weighty Croſs a weightier Crown refnſe. 


How cloſe on Jeſus for the Loaves they wait ! 
Bur all the Thoughts of Sufferings hate ; 
Gladly his helpful Miracles admire, 
To loud Applauſes and Hoſannas riſe ; 
But from the ſhameful Croſs retire, 
With daunted Hearts and lowring Eyes. 
They love him when with joyful Garlands crown'd, *' 
And all his ſhining Armies round ; $70 
But when the Villain-Rout their Lord aſlail, 
And Tyrants ore his Innocence prevail, 
If He, our healing Sun, in Blood go down, BE ( 
| Or but obſcure a while, or frown, = 
They, like his Friends of old, deſert him all, : 
And toa baſe Diitruſt and vile Reflections fall. 


But thoſe, wi» for his own Dear ſake can love 
Tixeir Holy Jeſus, wiſer prove ; 


bz 
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Conſcious of Sin, they look for Sin's Reward, 
Sorrows, Afiictions, Anguiſh here below ; 580 
With Thanks their Maſter's Strokes regard, 
And in his Rod his Kindneſs know. 
Tho to a deep, a hopeleſs Gloom confin'd, 
They'r grateful all, and all reſign'd. 
O from that Love what mighty Wonders ſpring, 
When private Intereſts no Diſtraction bring ! 
But Ah ! what Mercenary Souls are they 
Who only ſerve their Lord for pay ! 
Who in his deareſt Self no Charms could find 58g 
To touch the humble Heart,& eaſe the love-ſick Mind. 


A Soul abſtracted quite irom things below 
We rarely, very rarely know ; 
Could I for ſuch a Temper freely give 
This mighty Globe, alas ! ?twere worthleſs all ; 
Should I a mournful Recluſe live, 
How ſhort would Tears and Mourning fall 5 
Could I for it through Learning's Circle run, 
The Purchaſe would be ſcarce begun. 
Nay, had I Vertue and Devotion too, 
And only Extaſy and Rapture knew, 600' 
Much would be wanting yet, my Teſt would be 
If I my Self could conquer Me, 


Could 
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Could I the Rivals of my Lord dethrone, 
And yet my Self at laſt a worthleſs Servant own. 
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The beſt of Saints will no Deſerts pretend, 
No Actions of their own commend 3+ © 
They know their inward Frailties all, and know : | ] 
How ſhort their Labours of Perfection are ; | 
And ſtill, as better, humbler grow, | 
And ſtill againſt Themſelves declare. 610 RB 
They know their Maſter never wants their Praiſe, D 
Their Service can't his Glories raiſe: 
P1I tread their ſacred Steps, and boldly try 
To lay my ſelf, my wild Preſumptions by ; BB 
4 


I ſhall when meaneſt to my Self I ſeem, * A 
Be greateſt in my God's Eſteem, ; 

Poor in my ſelf, and deſpicably vile, E Ir 

| But rais'd to Strength and Wealth by his reviving A 


Smile. 
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XII. 
' God forbid that T ſhould glory ſave in the 
Croſs of Chriſt, 


 TT's hard, extreamly hard to hear the Cry, 
4 1ake haſte! take up the Croſs! thy Self deny ! 620 
Make haſte ! thy Maſter's Steps purſue ! 
0 But harder far to hear that diſmal Doom, 
Depart dams WWretch to Hell's cternal Gloom, 
To Flames and endleſs Torments due. 


- But thoſe who bore their Croſs of old, appear 
* All free from Horrors and from damning Fear 
- And when the fatal Trumpets ſound, 
*: In Heaven the Banner of the Croſs ſhall ſtand, 
2  AndallitsFriends a bright Triumphant Band, 
Their Standard and their Lord ſurround, 630 


Why ſhouldI fear the Croſs who claim the Crown ? 

= | That Croſs which brought my Life and Safety down, 
$ And me from all my Foes defends ? 
2 The Thoughts of That ſuperiour Sweets diffuſe, 

4 And That my inward Strength and Joy renews, 

'| And to Divine Perfection tends. 


From 


[= 
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From thence my Hope, my dear Salvation flows, | B 

I'll bear it then, and with my Saviour cloſe, EY 
With him the Marriage-Chamber gain; | 

That I might for a ſuffering State provide, 649 I 


He bore the Croſs, and on the Croſs be dy'd, E 7 
But Glory ſtill rewards the Pain. 3 V 


Try High and Low, all ways for ſafety try, 
Safety at laſt beneath the Croſs muſt lie, = A 

In Luſts and Paſſions mortify'd. be 
Strive to avoid it; ſtill thow'lt find a Croſs, 


Thou'lt find dark Grief ſharp Pains \AMidtions,Lok | 2 N 
And ſudden Woes thy Time divide. DD 
Perhaps iy God may in a Cloud retire, | H 
Perhaps my Neighbours may my Fate conſpire, 650 : A 
Or T my Self my Self torment : : 
Thus God would have me by Afiction try'd, b 
More bright, more clean, more throughly purify | | V 
By what I can't with Care prevent; . | Þ 
Could ] all other Perſecutors ſhun, : lf 


In vain my Self yet from my Self would run, 


Book IT, | Pattern Paraphrasd. 


This Self would be a Croſs to me. 


; By Sufferings I my Saviour's Lot may know, 


& More patient thence and more ſubmiſſive grow, 


And Peace and endleſs Glory ſee. 660 


E The Croſs, if with a chearful Heart I bear, 
” With thatT'll to the peaceful Harbour ſteer, 


Where Griefs and Pains ſhall reach no more. 


F. It I reject it, I muſt bear zt ſtill, 


: A ſecond muſt the ſame Deſign fulhl, 
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More weighty far than that before, 


No Man, no Saint yet liv'd from Sufferings free 5 


: Not one ſhort Moment could my Jefus be 


Without the bitter pondrous Load ; 


- HeDy'd, he Roſe, and thence to Glory paſs'd, 679 
And I may reach thoſe Seats of Bliſs at laſt 


By that Imperial Purple Road. 


2” Would I then dream of Pleaſures? dream of Reſt ? 
7 | Fond Fool ! I know this wretched Lite's oppreſt 


With endleſs Croſſes, endleſs Woes. 


, If I have Grace, my baniſd earthly State 
> WillCroſſes to my longing Soul create, 


And quickly break my ſoft repole. 
H Beneath 


98 
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Beneath the Croſs I Heavenly Comforts find, b 
My Fleſh fatigu'd, but my Superiour Mind 6% 
By inward ſtrengthning Grace renew'd. F 
While thus I follow Chriſt, my Joy ſhall riſe, 2 
My Faith he'll by my patient Sufferings prize, 2 
Tho with his Strength alone endu'd. 


Fleſh hates the weighty Croſs, the Rod, the Chain | | 

To fly from Honours, and Afﬀronts ſuſtain, 'A 
Nor can fond Self Himſelf deſpiſe. 

Such Vertues only ſpring from Faith Divine, 

And if the Croſs on Faith's bright Armour ſhine, | A 
Hell from the dreadful Viſioa flies. 6g} T 


Move then my Soul ! thy Croſs ſubmiſsly bear,  P: 

And for a thouſand Cares and Griefs prepare ; A 
Drink what thy Saviour drank before. 

Rejoice in Sufferings, little Bugbears all, 5 

Tothat bright Crown which on his Brows may fall, | ” O 
Who once his Croſs with Patience bore. i bv 


If I in Sorrows once can Sweetneſs find, 5 No 
My Soul to bear my Saviour's Croſs relign'd, = T 
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I've found a Paradiſe below ; 


” But if I murmur at the Weight I bear, 799 


4 
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ye * And fly from Sufferings with a thoughtful Care, 


I but from Chains to Tortures go. 


| Come Croſs, come Death then for my Saviour's ſake! 
= Lot I'll with ſubmiſſive Gladneſs take, 

And.ſo Eternal Peace obtain. 
For ſhould I mount with Paul above the Skies, 


- Affliction ſtill might be my Exerciſe, 


7 


When I to Earth return'd again, 


Ah! were I worthy that Immortal Fame, 
To ſuffer for my dear Redeemer's Name, 710 
How would the Saints rejoice for me ! 
Patience the moſt impatient Slaves will praiſe, 
And Trophies to the ſmiling Martyrs raiſe, 
When from the Croſs themſelves are free. 


' Omay I then, while living, daily die 
-: ToSin, toEarth, and to my Self! that I 


May fill my Heart with things above, 


5 So may my God accept my happier Choice 
[- Todie with Chriſt, not with the World rejoice, 


And thence approve my ſacred Love. #720 


H 2 Chriſt 
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Chrift taught me thus ; and hae His Wiſdom knoml E 
What ſafer Path could be to Glory ſhown, 2 
To that He'd all his Friends invite. 

FI then to graſp at Him, my Sclf deny, 
And thro' a thouſand Tribulations try | 
To reach the dazling Realms of Everlaſting Light, | 


| Book II. "ad 


=} The Chriſtian Pattern 
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oy The Third Book. 
I. 
I will hear what the Lord will ſay unto me, 
fs Believer. 


; ET's now, my Soul, attentive be 
? To what my God will ſpeak to Me. 


Bleſt Souls, which hear his charming Voice, 


; And in his ſacred Words rejoice ! 
þ : Bleſt Ears, which hear thoſe Heavenly Sounds, 
”  Whichno inferiour Noiſe confounds ! 
, Thro which my God, by various Ways, 
To Me his powerful Truth conveys. 
Bleſt Eyes on inward things intent, 
WW hich foreign Objes cawt prevent ! 10 
=> Bleſt Man, whothro Heavews Secrets pr ies, 
Improv'd by daily Exerciſe ! 
Whoon his Maſter longs to wait, 
| And would Earth's mean Incumbrance abdicate. 
H 3 Watch 
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Watch then, my Soul, and ſhut the Door, 

Admit inferiour Toys no more 

But hear, O humbly hear what He 

My God, my Lord will ſpeak to Thee ! 

He's all thy Health, thy Life, thy Peace, | 

And makes thy Inward Jars to ceaſe. 20 F 

Caſt off poor tranſitory things, | 

And ſearch for Truth's Eternal Springs. 

The World's a Cheat, the Creatures Cheats, 

If once their mighty Lord retreats. + 

Throw off then all thoſe Cheats below, 

And Faith in thy Creator ſhow, (know.!| 
If thou'dſt the utmoſt Sweets of Heavenly Blellings, | 


E 


IT. 
Speak, Lora, for thy Servant heareth. 


| Believer. 

: ans Lord, O ſpeak! thy Servant hears! |! 
| Uncloſe my Eyes, unlock my Ears! þ 
To me thy Sacred Dittates ſhew ! 30! 
O to thy Words my Heart encline ! 

O make it yield to Truths Divine 
As Lillies bend with Morning Dew ! yy 
Thlt 
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Thy awful Thunder's diſmal Roar 
Made IſracÞs frighted Tribes implore 
Not Thee, but Amram's Son to hear : 
They trembled at his radiant Brow 
: But when from burning Darkneſs Thou 
= 4 Declar*dſt thy Name, they dy'd for Fear. 


With all ſubmiſſive Boldneſs I _ 
To Thee alone for Counſel fly : 

Speak, Lord ! O ſpeak, thy Servant hears ! 
No Moſes 1, no Saint require, 
But thy dear Words alone dehire ; 

O ſpeak to my attentive Ears ! 


RE —— 


Sweet may the Prophets Language ſound, 
When they Myſterious Truths propound ; 
Plain are their Words, their Counſels plain, 
Without they ſhow thy ſacred Way, 
And Plant and Water all the Day, F© 
And Cry, but Cry alas ! in vain. . 


9 From Thee the Spirit only flows, 
; By Thee the Heart with Feryor glows ; 


H 4 
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—  —— 


Thy Aid the Myſtic Word explains. 
Thou giy'ſt Perfe&ion, Strength, and Light, 
And mak'ſt the grateful Soil requite E 

With weighty Fruit the Workmaw's Pains. Þ v 


a % | p— 


Then let no Moſes ſpeak to me ; 
On Thee, Dear Lord, I wait on Thee 5 
For Fruit, for Life, for endleſs Loye. 6b 
O teach me what I hear to do, F 
And Loveto what I know to ſhew ; 
And Faith by Holy Works to prove ! 


Speak then, O ſpeak ! thy Servant hears, 
With Thee the living Word appears: 
Thy Words Eternal Life beſtow. 
Speak Lord! O give thy Self to Me ! K 
And then my Lips and Heart to Thee = v 
Shall with Eternal Praiſes flow. | 


Þe not proud, for the Lord hath ſpoken, 


Chriſt. (rho! 
Ear then my Words, my Son, more {weet than | 
Which antient Philoſophic Sages choſe : - 71 
My Words are Life and Spirit, far above 2 
That wretched Phraſe which Human Senſes love; | E 
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Not framed for itching Ears, but humble Souls, 
* Where mighty Love the ſilent Thought controuls. 
; Happy the fe» our'd Chriſtian taughr by Me, (4,01 
Who lives from common Fears and wild Deſtruction 


” Travght my Prophets and my Prieſts of old, 
5 And ſtill ro Men my ſaving Truths unfold ; 
6:þ Mott lie, like fenſleſs Adders, deaf, or They $0 
f The World more gladly than their Lord obey. 
The World poor Trifles, tranſtent Joy propounds, 
Yet every Street with cager Slaves abounds, 
I promiſe pure Delights and endleſs Love, 
Yet cart the {tupid Hearts of Mortals move : 
Nay in my Holy Houſe the Plague prevails, 
No little Prieſt for ſmall Prefermenr fails 
To go, torun, to fly ; but ſcarce can craw], 
When I to Holy Pains and ſharp Repentance call. 


| For paltry Sums, how oft the noify Bar 99 
' Maintainsa tedious, and a coſtly War ! 
: By Night, by Day with reſtleſs Care they'l ply, 
GL If they ſomediſtant Glimpſe of Gain deſcry. 
n.- But ſenſleſs Fools ! for never-changing Good, 
"1 ; For vaſt Rewards, and Honours riſing Flood, 
* ForCrowns of endleſs Bliſs they?l rarely try, 


| But at the very Thoughts of active Vertue die, 
«l b Bluſh 
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Bluſh then, poor whining, lazy Wretch, to ſee 3 Be 

How Seven of Earth with more Activity : 

For Helliſh Deeps, and Chains of Darkneſs five, | 
Than Thou in thy Creator's Arms to live. 191} 

T hoſe Fools can more in dull Delights rejoice, 

Than Thou to hear thy Saviour's warning Voice. | 

Yet oft they loſe their empty Hopes ; but 1 

Ne'r broke my Promiſe, nor was known to Lie. 

Rocks may be torn, and mighty Mountains fall, 

One Word diſſolve the vaſt Terraqueous Ball ; 

But where I find a conſtant Love to Me, 

My happy Friends a full Reward ſhall ſee, (find; 

More than their largeſt Thoughts their Souls ſhall | 
Their Boſoms always calm, their Maker ever kind. 111} | 


Then on thy Heart my powerful Word engrave, [ 
Peruſe it well, and my Aſſiſtance crave : | 
When Tempeſts gather in an angry Sky, ; 
With Wiſdom they?ll thy Head and Heart ſupply: | 

I oft my Friends with ſharp Temptations prove, 

As oft revive them with returning Love ; 

This makes them proſecute their Sins with Hate, 
This makes them cloſe at Vertue's Altars wait. 
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= But he who lights my kind Inſtructions, ſhall 129 
E = Beneath the dreadful Stroke of weighty Vengeance 
2 fall. 


21 | 


IV. 
Lord, I come to do thy Will, 


Believer. 
Y God, my only Good, may 1 
To Thee one humble Word reply ? 
I, wretched Worm, more vile and low 
Than Words can ſpeak, or Heart can know z 
Wilt thou thy worthleſs Servant own ? 
May I approach thy awful Throne ? 
Pity, Dear Lord, thy Pity ſend 
On him, who nothing can pretend ; 
No Grace, no Strength, no Light's in me, 130 
'' But Weakneſs and Obſcurity : 
| But Thou art Holy, Juſt, and Kind, 
Immenſe ; and thy Almighty Mind 
Runs thro the World, and fills it All, 
But Souls which back from Vertue fall. 
Thy Love, thy tender Mercy, Lord, 
To Me a needy Slave afford ' 
F- Thy Goodneſs hates an empty Place; 
. T7: Bll my Head and Heart with thy cnlightning Grace! 
at! How 
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How can I livea Stranger here, 140 3 


Unleſs thy pitying Grace appear ? 

O let me Mercy, Mercy ſee, 

And never turn thy Face from Me! 
Forſake not, Lord, my Soul, leſt I 
Like drowthy Fields, or Deſarts lie, 
Unfruitful, Barren, Diſmal, Wild, 
With Dragons and with Serpents fild, 
Teach me Obedience, Lord, to Thee, 
And Prudence, and Humility : 
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Thy Wiſdom reads my Soul, my Heart, 15: 


Thy Truth examines every Part ; 


Anderethe World or | were made, * (iid. [ 
Before thy ſearching Eyes my unborn T houghts wer} 


V. 


Aud they who worſhip Him, muſt worſhip Him in ; 


Spirit and in Truth. 


Chriſt. (trace| 

Alk then with Me! Trutts Sacred Motions” 

And turnthy Heart to ſeek my glorious Face; 

Truth will prote& Thee from the Tempter's Rage, |. 


And guard Thee from a vile ſeducing Age; 
She'll ſet, Thee truly free, and make Thee rife 


Above thoſe Errors, Men to break her Force deviſe. | | 
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Believer, 
2 True, Deareſt Lord ! O may it be, 
[ My God, as Thou declar'ſt to Me ! 
Let Truth inſtru& me, keep me ſure, 
And my Eternal Bliſs procure ; 
From vile Aﬀections Chains unbind, 
And brutiſh Loves debauch'd and blind. 
8 Then with a Heart ſincere and free, 

[1l walk, my God, Þll ever walk with Thee. 


: ; Chriſt. 
n ' ToTheePllall the Ways of Goodneſs ſhow, 
'" . Andthou, my Son, ſhalt all my Pleaſure know : 


Thinkon thy Sins, think with the ſharpeſt Senſe, 170 

{ Nordream of Merits, or of Innocence. 

iz  ThySinsare many, and thy Paſſions wild, 

 Thouoft by Helsdeceitful Arts beguil'd : 

Thy Painsare worthleſs, but thy Falls ſevere, 

fe? Chains, Grief and Ruins round thy Tents appear. 

25 NoPraiſe on thy Phantaſtic Vertue waits, 

> Butevery thing thy ſwelling Pride rebates. 
 Weakare thy beſt Deſigns, and weaker far 

” Thanall thy humbleſt Apprehenſions are. 

2 Don't then, my Son, thy little Actions prize, 180 

e | Nor let great Shows delude thy wandring Eyes 3 

Let 


ps” 


110 ; The Chriſtian 


Book II, | 


Let not the World be ſweet or dear to thee, ; 
Nor fix thy Love beneath Eternity, ; (Delight : 
Be TRUTH thy Darling, TRUTH thy Soul? | 
Thy Innate Vileneſ all thy Tears excite, | 
Thy Fears, thy angry Talk, thy Scorn and Hate 
Engag'd againſt thy inward ſinful State. 

Some with a careleſs Life, but Curious Eye, 
Would boldly thro my Myſtic Secret pry, | 
Neglect their own, and others Souls confound, 199 
Till in a Sea of deep Temptations drown'd ; | 
And for their mad Attempts and Godleſs Pride, 
Down by revenging Strokes to endleſs Tortures lide. 


Do Thou my Anger and my Judgments fear, 
And don't too buſy on my Works appear : 
Thy Sins examine well, thy Sins ſurvey, 
Thy frequent Negligence, thy cold Delay : 
Some on their Pray'r-Books, or on Form and Show | 
All their Devout, deceitful Hours beſtow. 
They'l Talk indeed,but never Think of Me ; 2 | 
But thoſe of Souls refin*d more clearly ſee, | 
And only pant and breath to reach Eternity. 


Their Ears all Earthly Converſation hate ; 
Unwillingly on Nature's wants they wait, 


They | 


Il! 


I. Þ Book Ill. Pattern paraphras'd. 
And higher ſtill in Heavenly Vertvesriſe; 


V. 
Love is ſtrong as Death, 


Believer. FO Thee, Eternal Father, I 


v | Father ! By kind Adoption Mine, 

| My Saviour's by his Birth Divine 3 
| Thro whom, on wretched Me beſtow?d, 
-» i Thy ſtreaming Pity largely flow?d. 
| Bleſt, ever bleſt be thy Great Name, 
From whom my former Comforts came ! 
Who pitied oft unworthy Me ; 
For Mercy only lives in Thee. 
To Thee, to thy Eternal Son, 
Thy ſacred Spirit, bleſt Three in One, 
All humble Thanks, all hearty Praiſe 
ey Pll thro Immortal Ages raile. 


() 
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Is by thy ſacred Love poſleſt, 

; All Rapture then and Extaſy, 

| My Heart and Soul ſhall wait on Thee : 
O thenm y Hope, my Harbour be, 

When Seas of Tribulation compaſs me ! 


They all the Smiles of flattering Worlds deſpiſe, 


s And ſpurn the Ball below,and graſp the lotty Skies. 


With earneſt Thanks and Praiſes fly : 


211 


220 


O Gracious God ! when once my Breaſt 


Weak 


Fa 


The (briſftian Book 1II. 


Weak are my Vertues, weak my Love, 


But O with Joys my Strength improve! 230 þ 


And with thy Beavenly Diſcipline 

Oft viſit, and my Sonl refine ! 

My Paſſions, my Aﬀections gtide ; 

That hea!'d and throughly purifi'd, 

My Love with brighter Flames may ſhine, 
And Patience make me all and only Thine. 


O what's the Force of Heavenly Love ! 
How wondrous all its Motions prove ! 
It makes the Heavy Burden Light, 


And always holds the Ballance right. 240 


I: can the Croſs with Pleaſure meet, 

And make the Bitter truly Sweet. 

Jeſus ! that Name belov'd can raiſe 
Thehumdle!: Soul to graſp at Praiſe ; 
Make it to mighty Works incline, 

And preater ſtill and more deſign : 

Love ſcorns the lower World, and flies 
Like Flames to reach their kindred Skies. 
Love hates Reſtraint, and hates its Chains, 
And always of its Clogs complains. 25 
Sweet Love the rougheſt Souls can hold ; 
Enflames the Wiſe, the Brave, the Bold; 
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; Makes Heaven the Reſt of Saints above, 
* AndGod himſelf ſubliſts in boundleſs Love, 


% 
v2 
C 


The Lover ſmiles and, ſprings and flies, 
He's free, and every Bar defies ; 

Gives All to All, yet keepsit All, 

For he his God bis own can call 

From whom the pureſt Bleſſings fall, 


| It's not the Gift, but Giver He 260 
Above all other Joys would ſee. ; 

Love knows no Mean, but burns and glows, 
| And ore its common Bounders flows : 


Love never values Weight nor Pains, 
40 | Nor of th? Impoſſible complains ; 

But graſps at All, and All can do, 
If he who loves can be but active too. 


Love watches in the Lover's Eyes, 
And ne're fatigu*d nor fainting lies. 
Love, tho confin'd, abroad can rove, 275 
Unfrighted by the noiſy Drove ; 
Love, like a Torch or Aſtral Fire, 
Will always tow'rds the Poles aſpire. 
50 | If that bright Flame my Soul poſleſs, 
; I foon to God ſhall find Acceſs. 


4 
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My God, my Love, my Life is mine, 


And1I, Dear Lord, am All and only Thine, 


O then with Love enlarge my Heart ! 
To me that Heavenly Guſt impart; 


That I thoſe happy Sweets may prove, 2% | 


And always Live, and always Love! 
May Love polſle(s me all, and raiſe 

My Paſlions to a ſoaring Blaze ! 

Teach me to ſing the Songs of Love, 
And fly with Thee, dear Lord, above. 
O fill me more and more, till I 

A Phenix in thoſe Flames may die ! 
More than my Self ll love Thee, Lord, 
If thou thy lightſome Beams afford 


And for thy ſake I'll all embrace, 2x| 
Who love thy Glories, and who ſeek thy Face. 


Love, when ſincere, is ſwift, and warms 
With pleaſant and delightful Charms 
It's Brave and Patient, Wiſe and True, 
IL ong-ſuffering; Manly, ever New 3 


| 


+ 
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And never ſeeks it ſelf, but You. ) L 
Love's Cautious, Humble, ſeeks the Right, | 
| bi 


Not Soft, Effeminate or Light 3 


Bi 
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But: Sober, peaceful, Firm and Chaſt ; = 


] A Guard on alf our Senfes plac't. $00 
; Love to its Guides Obedience gives; 
| And meanly of it ſelf believes : ys 
; Devout to God and grateful proves, 
2%} - And till by Hope's Preſcriptions moves, 


Yea tho its God His Smiles remove, — 
Since Clouds ſometimes obſcure the Skies of Love: 


Fit Me for Suffering, O my God ; 

O fit me for thy ſharpeſt Rod ! 

Far if I dare not ſmart for Thee, 

No Lover's Name belongs to Me. 310 
All HardſhipI for Thee can bear : 

Thy Love can harſheſt things endear, 

2x No Pains from Thee ſhall make me ſtart, 
While Grace unvails my Eyes, and Love ſecures 
| (my Heart. 
E : VI. 


'| Whom refit fedfaſt in the Faith. 
| Chriſt. 
) 


| ” Et ſtill my Son thou?rt neither brave nor wiſe; 
: And Love's ſoft Name is but rhy thin Dit- 
\ | | guiſe, 
mT Why Lord ? Chr. Conſider how thy Soul recoils; 
| Defpairs of Comfort, and deſponds with Toils. 
BY. ; L zZ Th « 


—_— — 


16 © The (hriſin  BookIll. 


The valiant Lover, like a Rock ſecure, ; 
Can all Hells furious Arts unmov'd endure: 320 | 
He loves me when he thrives, and lives in Peace; | 
Nor can his Sufferings make His noble Ardours ceaſe, 


The Prudent Lover may the Gift admire, 

But to the Giver moſt his Thoughts aſpire : 

The Worth but little to the Kindneſs ſeems, 

The Giver He above the World eſteems: 

I, not the Boon, his reſtleſs Heart engage 3 

Yet Doubts don't ſtraight a total Fall preſage ; 

Love's Sweet and Good, when fixt on Mine 
and Me ; 

Grace gave it Being, and the Fruits may be, 330 | 

T he Foretaſte of a Bleſt Eternity. 

Grace yet may vary, have its Ebbs and Flows, 

And interrupt the careleſs SouPs Repoſe. 

He's Brave indeed who fights the Battel thro, 

And Courage, tho opprelſt with Odds, can ſhew; 

He breaks Hell's utmoſt Force, and all his Loves are 

true. 


Then let not fancid Beauties charm thy Sight, 
Nor thy Sick Soul from righteous Ways invite. 


Sometimes | 
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| Sometimes perhaps thy Joys are Raptures all, 33g 
20 
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And down ſtraight to their former Weakneſs fall. 
If thon to get an equal Temper ſtrive, (reyive. 


That War may warm thy Soul, thy dying Hopes 


| Know then, the Prince of Hell, thy antient'Foe, 


Would all thy Faith and envy'd Hopes o'rethrow, 

Thy SouP's Devotions from thy Maker turn, 

And would againſt thy Saviour's Paſſion ſpurn. 

He'd fain divert thee from thy Senſe of Sin, 

From Vertue's Progreſs, and thy Guard within ; 

Fills thee with impious Thoughts, perverts thy 
Mind, 

When moſt to Prayers and moſt to Heaven enclin'd. 

He hates Confeſlions, and to find Thee there, 351 


Where Sacred Fleſh and Blood to Faithful Souls ap- 


pear. 


Truſt not, believe Him not ; his Helliſh Snares 
Are ſtrongeſt then, when He for Peace declares : 
Say to Him, Hence ! be gone,falſe Fiend,for ſhame ! 
No more thy Lies in pious Ears proclaim ; 

Hence vile Seducer ! ne're expect a Part 

In Me ; 24y Jeſus now defends my Heart, 

Too ſtrong for Helliſh Arms ; nay Death would be 
More welcome far than vile Conſent to Thee: 360 
| I 3 Hold 


Hold thy deluding Tongue ! ]'ll hear no more, 


Should'ſt Thoua thouſand wheedling Arts explore; ; 
The Lord's my Light, my Health;lfcorn to fear, 


Tho round my Soul Infernal Bands appear ;- 


My God's my ready Help, my Kind Redeemer near.d Þ 


Now like a valiant Souldier keep the Field ; 
And tho ſometimes thy native Frailties yield, 
Reſume thy Courage, and reſift thy Foe, 


My Grace ſhall freely to aſſiſt Thee flow. 369 | 
But, when the Fiend ſhall from thy Sword retreat, þ 


Beware of flattering Words, or vain Conceit : 
By theſe ſurpris'd the gallant Hero fails, 

And eaſeleſs Blindneſs o're the World prevails. 
O ne'r, ſince warn'd, approach that rocky Shore, 
Made rich with ſcatter'd Wrecks of thouſands loſ: 

: before. 


VIL. 
He giveth more Grace unto the Humble. 


Chriſt. 
M Y Son, has bright Devotion's Flame poſleſt 
With inward Sacred Heat thy Zealoui 
| Breaſt? - 
Then boaſt not of it, nor too loud proclaim 
The wondrous Force of that Celeſtial Flame { 
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69 | 


Fill not the Temple with an empty Noiſe, 389 
Nor, to amuſe the Croud, exalt thy Voice. 

Think *twas a Grace on thy dull Soul beſtow'd, 
To make thee groan beneath thy ſinful Load. (gy 
Think how the Prince of Hell may cheat Thee ! 


| Thy Breaſt may with a falſe Devotion glow ! 


A Lip and Tongue-Devotion, where the Heart 
In all the Buſineſs never bears a Part. 

Think how alittle time may quench the Fire, 

The glaring Torch in nauſeous Fumes expire, 

Or, if it were a Heavenly Gift indeed, 390 
Think of thy Beggar'd State, thy pinching Rae 
Till lowly Thoughts thoſe Heavenly Flames ſucceed. 
Thou begg'ſt.for Comforts, but mayſt riſeas High, 
When Comforts at a greater Diſtance lie, 

If with a lowly Heart, an eaſy Mind, 

With Self-denial and with Thoughts reſign'd 
Thou bear thy Wounds ; if ſtill with ardent Vows, 
With Prayers on God thy pondrous Cares repoſe ; 
If ſtill thy Heart to pious Works enclines, 

With bold Endeavours and with Wiſe Deligns, 
Thy ſtruggling Arms above the Waters are, 401 


| Not yet by Woes oppreſt, nor ſunk by black Deſpair. 


Some when they miſs Succeſs, impatient prove: 
Man cawt Himſelf, nor where He pleaſes move. 
I 4 Man 
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Man as ;, on God the whole Succeſs depenas, 

Who where be will bis bleſt Aſſiſtance ſends. 

Some with imagin'd Heats themſelves deſtroy, 
Nor can Themſelves in modeſt Bounds enjoy, 
But ſwelling with Enthuſiaſtic Rage, 

Beyond the Bars of ſober Senſe engage 3 
And while they dream above the World they fly, 
T he flaſhy Meteors quickly faint and die. 

So low they fall who would ſo wildly ſoar, 

And dont the Refuge of my Wings 1mplore : 

So Men unskilPd in Ways of Vertue fail, 


Unleſs to guide their Feet ſome Wiſer Heads prevall, | 


If Man, who fondly in Himſelf confides, 

:rom all the Paths of ſober Goodneſs ſlides, 

It can't be ſtrange, if Madmen ſcorn the Rein, 
And hate the Doors who their Heats reſtrain. 
\\fean Senſe with lowly Thoughts ſecurer far, 421 
Than mighty Parts with Pride exalted, are. 

I's more unhappy to be Prond than Poor. 

That Man's unwiſe, who in his Mirth ſecure 
Forgets paſt Poverty, and never dreams 


How ſoon aCloudmay vail Heavens kindeſtBeams, | 


Off all his Hopes of Peace and Favour throws, 
Afdonymy Mercy can't with ſteady Faith repoſe. 
Where 


And He's imprudent,who,when preſt roms 
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Where haughty Pride in peaceful Times prevails, 
In Wars tao oft the bloaty Courage fails 431 
Couldſt Thou thy modeſt Thoughts with Tem- 


per guide, 
o | Between tl Extremes of Baſeneſs andof Pride, 
, | Thou'dſt bothiin Straits and Storms ſecurely ride. 


Be ſure, when warm'd within with Heavenly Light, 
To meditate on long ſucceeding Night ; 
When That comes on, conclude again, the Day 
' May quicklydawn, and make a longer ſtay ; 
l That for my Glory, and thy Good before, 
| Ibrought the Night fo ſoon, and can the Day reſtore. 
440 

A Peace unſhock*d has greater Dangers far 
| Thanall the Bickerings of a Ghoſtly War. 
| The Soul where Charity and Meekneſs reigns, 
A nobler Charater of Glory gains, 
Than Thoſe who boaſt of Yi/ions and of Light, 2 
And all their Cant in Scripture-Phraſe indite ; < 
Or on Preferment®s Pinacle can light. 
Who ſeeks God's Honour, beſt ſecures his Own, 
And He who meaneſt in Himſelf is grown, 449 
Who ſhoots bright Honour from his vigorousEyes 
When ſcornful Worlds his humble Fates deſpiſe, 


| Muſt to the nobleſt Heights in Heavenly Favour riſe. 
» | ; | VIII 
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VIII. 


T abhor my ſelf in Duſt and Aſhes. 


Reliever. UST and Aſhes tho I be, 
Let me ſpeak, dear Lord, to Thee ! 


Should I Lord to Merit fly, 

On my own vain Works rely, 
Thou becom'ſt my Enemy. 

All my Sins againſt me riſe, 

All my Sins my Heart ſurprize;. 
But if with a lowly Heart, 

I from wretched Self can part ; 
If contemn'd, dejected I 

In the Duſt before Thee lie, 
Then again thy Light, thy Grace 
Shall my ſinking Soul embrace ; 
All my Vanity and Pride 

That ſubmiſſive Veil ſhall hide. 
Lord, to Me my Self diſplay, 
What Iwas and am to Day, 
Whence I come, and where I go, 
For, alas! I nothing know. 
If 1 Lord am left to 2c, 
All I avs Infirmity ; 


{| 


470 


SY 
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O how ſtrong my Graces grow, 

How my hubbling Joys o'reflow ! | 
Strange, my God ! how wondrous ſtrange 

Is the fudden bliſsful Change ! 

When my Soul with Guilt oppreſt 

Is by thy Embraces bleſt ! | 430 
From thy Springs of boundleſs Love, 

My preventing Guardians move ; 

All my Wants to Thee are known, : 


- But if Thou thy Favour ſhow, . 


Off thoſe mighty Dangers thrown, 
Numberleſs and Nameleſs grown. 
In what horrid Snares I fell 

While I lov*d my Self too well ! 
WhenT lov'd and Jong'd for Thee, 
I retriev'd my God and Me. 


How Love's ſacred Sparks enflam'd me ! 490 


How my own Refleftions ſham'd me, 
When jn Love's bright Mirror 1 

Saw my own Deformity ! 

Found, fwweer Jeſus ! found how free 
All thy Favours were to me! 

When deſertleſs, hopeJeſs grown, 
Bright on Me thy Favours ſhone ! 
Sing my Soul, O ſing his Praiſe ! 
Hymns to our Redeemer raiſe ! 
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Whoſe All-ſearching Eyelids found me, 500 þ 
Whoſe All-pitying Loves unbound me, ] 
All my Sins and Follies paſt, 4 
And with tendreſt Arms embrac't. 4 
Torn, O turnus Lord to Thee ! | 

( 

| 


- That, ſubmiſs and grateful, we 
0 May in pleaſing Sacrifice 
Make our Songs as Incenſe riſe ! 
And poſſeſt with Heavenly Flame, 
Thee our Health and Strength proclaim ! 


IX. 
And your Life is hid with Chriſt in God. 


R a 


Chriſt. $10 
F thou, my Son, wouldſt be with Glories bleſt, 
Make Me thy chiefeſt Good, thy final Reſt ! 
So thon, too much to meaner Joys inclin'd, 
Shalt be from thoſe inferiour Loves refin®d. 
It's vain to fix thy Heart on things below, 
Which only inward Heat and Thirſt beſtow. 
Turn then to Me, for I thy Mercies give, 
In Me th* Eternal Springs of Mercy live ; A 
To Me their grateful Tribute all ſhould pay, | 
As to their Parent-Seas kind Rivers find their way. 


From 


TT 
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From me the Great, the Smal], the Rich, the Poor, 
As from a living Fountain, draw their Store; 521 


| And who for Me the World can freely leave, 


Shall find his Hopes, and Grace for Grace receive, 
But he who dares without his Maker boaſt, 

And trades for Pleaſures from a foreign Coaſt, 
Shall loſe his Joys, and i Himſelf ſhall find 
Eternal Furies to diſtract his Mind. 

No Goodneſs then to thy vile Self aſcribe, 

No real Vertues to the Mortal Tribe. 

But all to me from whom all Bleſlings flow, 530 
Who all demand becauſe I all beſtow, (ſhow, c 


7 hat ALL my Bounty might with grateful Praiſes 


This Holy Truth puts Self-conceit to flight ; 
And,when the SouPs adorn'd with Heavenly Light, 
And Heavenly Love, no pining Envy there, 

No narrow Thoughts, no little Loves appear ; 
Ethereal Flames can ſoon thoſe Damps controul, 
And with exalted Thoughts enlarge the Soul, 

If then Thou'rt truly Wiſe, thy Joys will be 
Thy Hopes, thy Confidence ix Me; to Me mM 


| All Praiſe, all Honours due thro vaſt Eternity. 


Th —— 


A. 
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X; 
Thy Service 1s perfect Freedom; 


Believer. 


JNCE, Lord, again I'll Silence break, | 
Once more to ny Redeemer ſpeak; | 


To thee my God, my King, my Love, 
W ho dwells Inviſible above ! 

With Thee what treaſur'd Sweets appeat 
For all the Sons of Heavenly Fear ; 

For all poſſeſt by powerful Love, 

For all who faithful Servants prove ; 
Ineffable to that pure Mind $50 
To meditate on Thee reſignd. 

How great's thy Goodneſs Lord to Me; 
Which when I wis nor, made me Be; 
Reduc'd me when I us'd to rove, 

And taught me Service;andenjoin'd me Love! 


O Spring of boundleſs Love ! to Thee 
What ſhould my Humble Language be! 
Can I forget Thee, Lord? When I 
Wasloſt in Woes, and left to:die, 


Thy Pity found and raid me more 560 | 


Than my own ſwelling Thoughts before; 


<—_— 


Was | 


ny 


— 


by 


| 


| 
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Was wondrous Gracious, wondrous kind, 
When Hell and Sin enſlav'd my Mind. - 
What ſhould my grateful Offering be 

But to renounce the World for Thee ? 
To lay my ſelf beneath thy Feet, 

And count thy hardeſt Service ſweet ? 

Ist much if I my Service pay 

Where all the World around obey ? 

No: But it*s Great, it's Glorious ſure 570 
That I a Wretch, forlorn and Poor, 
Should in thy Houſe Admiſſion gain, 


And Portions with thy bappy Sons obtain. 


See Lord, how I, tho wholly Thine, 

Yet gain, ſince Thou thy ſelf art Mine, 
Seas, Earth and Heaven thy Word obey, 
Andall to Me their Tributes pay ; 

Nay thy Superiour Angels too 

Weak Me with guarding Cares purſue : 
Nay Thou thy Self, my God, my Lord, 
Couldſt to the Ruin'd Aids afford, 581 
A Man for wretched Man couldlt be, 


And asa Ranſom give thy Self for Me. 


What ſhall I then return to Thee, 
Dear God, for all thy Loves to me ? 
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O could I ſerve Thee all my Days ! 
O could I worthy Trophies raiſe 
To thy Immortal Name, and prove 
The utmoſt Force of grateful Love ! 


Thou art my Lord, thy ServantI, $590 F 


To Theel all my Tolls apply, 

To Thee unceaſing Praiſes ſing, 

Ta Thee my Strength an Offering bring, 
To Thee my longing Wiſhes fly, 


O from thy Self,Dear Lord,my Wants ſupply, | 


Great is his Honour, great his Praiſe, 
Who All beneath thy Footſtool lays, 
And with a chearful Air can quit 

The World, and to thy Yoke ſubmit ; 
When wean'd from Fugitive Delights, 


And all thoſe Joys the World excites; 601 


When from his /3nful Self reclain'd, 
And with ſuperior Loves enflam'd, 
Thy Spirit ſweeter Joys ſhall give, 
And always in his Boſom live; 

Then, tho. in narrow Paths He move, 
And all the Straits of Vertue prove, 
His Soul at Liberty ſhall fly, 

And paſs the utmoſt Barriers of the Sky. 


Deat | 


6 
Shin 


T7] 


0] 
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Dear Slavery ! Delightful Chains! 610 
Where Man his largeſt Raunge obtains ; 
Lives free from all the Weights of Sin, 
And Holy, and at eaſe within. 

O happy State! O charming ſweet, - 
Where Men with chearful Angels meet, 
Where Man an Angel's Work may do, 
And Man becomes an Angel too ! 


Dear happy State ! God's pleaſing Sight ! 
HelPs Terror,and the Saints Delight! 6rg 
Bleft Chains to be with Smiles embrac't ! 
Bleſt Chains with Gems of Glory grac't, 
Which bring Eternal Bleſſings down, 
And all ourinward Joys with endleſs Honours 
CrOWNn: 


XI; 
Watch and be ſober. 


> Chriſt. 
| YET, Son ! there's yet a mighty Task behind, 


And many Rules have ſlipt thy wandring Mind; 


by What, Lord, are They ? Chr, That/all thy fond 


Defires 
| Should gladly bend to what my Will requires ; 
K That 
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That Thou thy Self and ſelfiſh Love deny, 
And to Obedience all thy Thoughts apply. | 
Ambitious Dreams rouze thy aſpiring Soul, cy} 
Thy lazy Thoughts ambitioits Dreams controul, 
Yet think! Does thy Ambition only glow 
With Heavenly Love, or Love of Self below ? 
If I inflame Thee, thy obſequious Mind 

Will always be to my Decrees reſign'd ; 

If vain Self-Zove, the Plague prevails within, 
And all thy Paſſions are enſlav'd todamning vin. 


WR . en s—_ lm «a 


ITo 


Then ne're be fond of ſudden Heats, nor thoſe 
Too freely on thy yielding Heart impoſe : 
Conſult me firſt, leſt Penitence, too late, 6 
Thy Raptures ſhould to dark Deſpair tranſlate. 
Ambitious Zeal may ſeem divinely rais'd,  Beli 
But ſhould, when well conſider'd firſt, be praivtÞ 
Nor ſhould thoſe Ardours be reje&ed quite, | 
Since I ſometimes thoſe ſpreading Flames excite; 
But ſtill the Spirit to the Seer ſhould yield, | 
And Extaſy to Reaſon quit the Field, 

Leſt Madneſs ſhould the fiery Soul ſurprize, 


Qr Scandals from ungovern'd Fervours riſe, Cri 
Or Thou deſpair when All thy bold Prerence 658 v 
' deſpiſe. | 


Ye | 
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Yet ſometimes holy Violence may controul 
668 The brutiſh Paſſions of the Senſual Soul ; 
1, | Slight the Remonſtrances of Fleſh and Blood, 
| And only make its own Dominion good ; 
| The Rebel to a juſt Subje&ion bring, 
' And make the Spirit reign a Sovereign King z 
| Chaſtiſe the ſtubborn Soul, till mortify'd 
| Itlays its Vanity, and veils its Pride, 
| And in a Jittle can Contentment find, 659 
ITo all the ſharpeſt Pains of Heavenly Life reſign'd. 


| XII, 
but Ts your Patience poſſeſs ye your Souls, 


Believer. T laſt, my God! at laſt I ſee, 
Toh | Since Happieſt Lives perplex'd may 
| How needful Patience is for me. (be, 


For, tho I Peace alene purſue, 
Rough Broils and Wars are all in view, 
And all my Days diſturb'd and few. 


AF 
” Fil. True, Son! then never dream of Peace, 
65F Where every Croſs and every Pain may ceaſe. 

{ True Peace with Tribulation may reſide, 
Ye | And ne'r be loſt, tho fiercely try'd. 679 
K 2 Thou 
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Thou think'ſ it's hard to ſuffer here, 
But canſt thou Hell's Eternai Tortures bear ? 
Wouldſt thou from Hell's Eternal Tortures fly ? 
Then learn to bear an angry Sky. 


Among the ſofteſt Fools enquire, 
They too on Earth have ſometimes felt the Fire, | 
(Perhaps with Pleaſures mixt ;) fo roll in Sin, | 
And never feel Remorſe within. 


They'd fatiate all their wild Deſires, 
But Ah! how ſoon the fading Sweet expires ! 6%; 
As Clouds of Smoak in looſe Diſperſion fly, | 
So all the Sons of Pleaſure die. 


No Mark of all their Joys remains, 
Their Lives are rack*d with never-ceaſing Pains, 
Thoſe Toys in which they fix ſupream Delight, | 
Thoſe very Toys their Pains excite. 


So wiſely God's Decrees are laid, (made 
That where the World has wretched Captin 
That very World ſhould have a poiſonous Sting, Þþ 
And Sorrows and Confuſions bring. 6g 


If 


% 
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Like Ruſſian Bears for Honey, They 
Their Souls in pawn for bitter Sweets can lay. 
But Thou, my Son, thy native Luſts ſubdue, 
And ſelf-denying Ways purſue. 


Delight in God thy Lord,. and He 
Will give the Wiſhes of thy Heart to Thee. 
Wouldſt Thou have Comfort ? have ſincere De- 
Lo I thy thirſty Soul invite. (light ? 


Give o're this paltry World, and all 699 
Which here fond Men their Sweets,their Comforts call; 
So Bleſſings ſhall thy Heart, thy Head ſurround, 

With inexhauſted Favours crown'd, 

| (low, 

The more Thou'rt wean'd from Earth be- 
The more, the ſweeter ſtill my Comforts flow : 
But e're the Race be gain'd, the Battel won, 

Thow'lt thro a thouſand Dangers run. 


111 Habits, Fleſh, the Prince of Hell 
With utmoſt Force will ſtruggling Grace repel: 
But Prayer and Zeal, and grounded Vertue may 
The furious Oppoſition lay, 710 


| And lawful Induſtry obſtru&t their fatal Sway. 


R 3 XIII. 
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XIII. | 
Let this Mind be in you, which was alſo in | 
Chriſt Jeſus. 


Chriſt, 
M* Son ! who Cre reje&s wy lightſom Yoke 
Who ere would his Obedience vow*d 
Rejects my Grace, and real Good muſt loſe, (Vok 
While He his own fantaſtic Dreams purſues. | 
Who e're unfreely to his Paſtor bends, (ſend : 
That Guide whom God with Heaven's Commiſing 
He'll ſtill indulge his Luſts, and murmur ſtill, | 
And kick againſt his great Creator*s Will. 
Then ſwiftly to thy-lawful Teachers yield, nf 
If o're thy ſelf thou'dit win the glorious Field: Þ 
For Foreign Foes to better Terms will come, | 
When Rebels once are throughly quell'd at at Hi 
Self is a deadly Foe, when Self preſumes, | 
And Rebel-Arms againſt the Mind aſſumes, 
That Self then with a juſt Contempt deſpiſe, | 
If thow'dſt victorious ore the ſtubborn Inmate riſe. þ 


Thou quak'ſt to hear of juſt Obedience ; why! | 
Becauſe that Self, thy darling Self is by. 
Ist then ſo much when Duſt and Nothing can 73 
For God's dear ſake ſubmit to Godlike Man ? , 


in þ 
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' Yetl, the mighty God, the Lord of All moors, 


Whoſe Word from Nothing ſpoke this pondrous 
I ſtoop'd to Earth, aſſun'd inferiour Mould, 

And for thy ſake my ſelf to Sufferings ſold ; 

That thou might'it humble thy advancing Pride, 

I like a Slave abus'd, affronted, dy'd. (Clay ! 
Learn then vile Duſt ! ! learn wretched mouldrize 
Thy Head beneath the meaneſt Foooſteps lay. 
Learn, learn at laſt to break thy ſtubborn Wil, 


| And of a Subject all the pions Parts fulfil. 741 


Let Zeal againſt thy ſelf enflame Thee more 
Than all thy furious Paſſions could before ; 

Bow to the meaneſt Slave ; let Beggars be 
Superiour in thy own Eſteem to Thee. (plain ? 
Wouldſt Thou, vain Duſt, of harſh Afﬀronts com- 
How oft haſt thou deſerv*d Eternal Pain ? 


}How oft haſt thou affronted Him, whoſe Hand 


Could Heaven and Hell to juſt Revenge command ? 

My Eye yet ſpar*d Thee, that thy ſelf might ſee 

How dear thy Souls Salvation was to Me. 751 

That Thou my treaſur'd Love mightſt throughly 
know, 

Tiy grateful Heart and Lips with Praiſes flow ; 


K 4 That 
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| That Thou mightſt Favour in Obedience find, | 
(| 


Be always to the Hand of Heaven reſign'd, 
And to a Self-contempt reduce thy Humble Mind. 


XIV. 
| How unſearchable are his Judgments, and hi; 
Ways paſt finding ont ! | 


Believw. N me, bleſt God, thy Thunders break, 
And Terror all thy Judgments ſpeak; 

My Sonl the dreadful Cracks confound, 
My trembling Bones the ditmal Sound. #769 
Aſtoniſh'd, Deareſt Lord, I ſee | 
The Heavens themſelves impure to Thee; 
Since Angels Sins were puniſh'd there, 
How foul muſt wretched I appear ? 
Thoſe Stars from Heaven thy Vengeant: | 
And what can finful Aſhes do ? (thre, 
Thoſe, once who made a glittering ſhow | 
On Earth, now ſink to Pains below; 
And thoſe who Angels Bread could eat, 
Would now be glad of Husks for Meat. 770þ 


——————————————_ 


All our pleaſing Attions, we 
All our Good receive from Thee. 


770 þ 
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If thy Hand the Veſſel ſteer 


Wiſe our happy Cares appear ; 
If the Helm thy Mercy quir, 

We to Seas and Storms ſubmit. 
All our Courage, Lord, we own 


. From thy Hand deſcends alone ; 


Only then our Hearts are ſure, 
W hen by thy Defence ſecure ; 780 
But our Guards in vain we keep, 


If thy Eyelids cloſe to fleep. 


Left, alas! We ſink, we periſh ; 
But our Lives thy Favours cheriſh 3 


Cold, Unſtable, Wretched We 


Are confirmd and warm?d by Thee. - 


O then how mean and low 

I to my ſelf ſhould ſhow ! 

What Good in Me may ſeem, 
How little worth eſteem ! 790 
But O! what Gloom around 
Thy Judgments, Lord, is found ! 
With what Submiſſions I 

Before thy Feet ſhould lic ! 

Since to my Self I there 

Poor Nething, Lord, appear ! 

O Weight unmeaſurable ! 


O Deeps unnavigable ! 
Where 


738 
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Where I can Nothing find 

Of 24 but Shade and Wind. 809 
Where's then my ſecret Pride ? 

How can my Heart confide 

In poor fantaſtick Dreams 
Of Vertues native Beams, 
Since all my Glories, toſt 

On Judgment's Seas, are loſt ? 


Lord in thy Sight 
What Toys are we ? 
How vain, how light, 
Compard with Thee ? 810 | 
Shall Duſt invade 
The Scorners Chair ? 
With Him who made 
Himſelf compare ? 
He bears no part 
With fancy'd Wits, 
Whoſe humble Heart 
To God ſubmits. * 
He'll all the Pride 
Of Earth refuſe, $20 
Whom Vertues guide, 
And Truth ſubdues. 
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He can't Mens vain 
Applauſe endure, 
Whoſe Hopes remain 
In God ſecure. 
For Thoſe who praiſe 
Are Nothings found, 
pF And only raiſe 
| Anempty Sound ; $30 
Their Words are blown 
To Fairy Lands, 
And Truth alone 
Eternal ſtands. 


XY. 
Ye ought to ſay, If the Lord Will, 


_ Chrift. (clare; 
HUS then, my Son, thy humble Thoughts de. 
Lord, if it pleaſe Thee, grant thy Servant's 
Prayer ! | 
Lord, if my Afion may thy Praiſe proclaim, 
O bleſs it with thy own auſpicious Name ! 
Lord, if it uſeful, or expedient be, 
O for thy Glory bleſs thy Works to Me ! 840 


But 


140 The Chriſtian Booklll. 


Re CL IEEE 


But if They hurtful ta my Soul-may prove, 


Or wort my happy future State improve, 

From Me ſuch fond Deſires, Dear Lord, remove ! 
Tho rightand good xo me my Thoughts appear, 
They maywt the Spirits ſacred Impreſs bear ; 
And if from Spirits Gaod or Bad they flow, 

For Men it's hard, it's very hard to know: (hrijng 
Nay ſometimes Fleſh and Blood. their Dreams may 
And eager Hopes from {ſwelling Luſts may ſpring; 
So oft deceiv'd we think thoſe Flames Divine, 850 
Which only with a faint inferiour Luſtre ſhine. 


If then ſome lovely Object ſtrike thy Soul, 
With pious Cares and humble Fears controul 
Thy eager. Wiſhes, and thy All reſign 
To th' firm Decrees of Providence Divine. 
Say 3 Lord, Thou knoweſt alone what”s beſt for Me ; 
May all my Works receive their Turn from Thee ! 
What, when, bow much thou wilt, Dear Father, give, 
While I beneath thy Wiſe DireGious live ! 
O do thy Pleaſure with Ae, make Me ſtil 860 
Advance thy Glory, and obſerve thy Will ! 
O guide Me, fix Me by thy powerful Hayd, 
And Me at large in all Eftates command ! | 
Thy Hand now holds Me; lead Me, turn Me round ; | 
But let Je ſtill in Holy Paths be found ! 
Lo 
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Lo I thy Servant here prepar d and free, 
Nor would I live, Lord, to my Self, but Thee. 


The Prayer, 


Believer. JO me, O tender Jeſus, give 
Thy Grace within my Heart to live, 


RE  —— 


0 may my Heart and Tongue in Heavenly Praiſe = 


That it may all my Fears ſurvive ! 8-1 


Lord, guide my Wiſhes, guide my Will ! 
O make them ſeek thy pleaſure ſtill, 
And gladly thy Commands fulfil ! 


O let my Pleaſure, Lord, be thine ; 
To follow Thee my Thoughts incline, 
And to thy ſacred Laws confine ! 


What e're I wiſh, what e*'re refuſe, 
Let Me thy ſacred Book peruſe, 


And all by thy DireQions chuſe ! 889 


Lord, make Me die to things below ; 
And thro* Negle& and Scorns to go 
For what thy wondrous Loves beſtow. 


In Thee let all my Wiſhes reſt ! 
Let happy Peace poſſeſs my Breaſt, 
With thy ſupporting Fayours bleſt * 


On 
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On Thee my Dovelike Soul relies ; 
But when it out at random flies, 
It only Floods 2nd Storms deſcries. 


In Thee, O only Good ! in Thee 
My eaſy fearleſs Thoughts ſhall be, 
Bleſt with immenſe Security. 


XVI. 


890 


He alone comforts Us in all our Tribulations. 


Believer. y ORD, while Here, my ExpeCtations 
Ne're pretend to Conſolations ; 
Endleſs Comforts, endleſs Bliſſes 
Oft engage my purer Wiſhes: 
But on Earth I ne*re ſhall find them, 
But on Earth I ne're deſfign'd them. 
All the Joys of Earth poſſeſſing, 
I ſhould quickly loſe the Bleſling ; 
Look, my Soul, then, look above Thee, 
Let no common Pleaſures move Thee ! 
God alone has Conſolation ; 
He's the Poors, and thy Salvation. 
Wait my Soul a while, expett it, 
He who promis'd wow't negleR it, 


990 
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But abundant Bleſſings ſend Thee, 

And with flowing Sweets atterid Thee. 

If thy ſickly craving Fancy 

Would to Earthly Joys advance Thee, 9106 
They'l at laſt, alas ! deceive Thee, 

And Diviner Favours leave Thee. 

Uſe the World, but uſe*t in meaſure, 
Graſping {till at endleſs Treaſure. 

Slight the fawning Fairs Careſles, 

Since ordain'd for greater Bliſles. 

All created Pleaſures flowing, 

And their ſofteſt Charms beſtowing 

On Thee, ne're could ſatisfy Thee, 

But ſuperiour Joys would fly Thee. 929 
God alone, who made, can bleſs Thee, 
And with true Delights poſſeſs Thee ; 

Not with thoſe the World admires, - 

Nor what Folly mov'd deſires, 

But what faithful Souls delight in, * 
Pleaſures pure, and Sweets inviting 3 

Joys the cleaneſt Hearts attending, 

While in Heavenly Flights aſcending. 

Short and vain are worldly Pleaſures, 

Fixt and ſure Celeſtial Treaſures. 930 
Jeſus too attends the Motions 

Of the pious Soul's Devotions, 

And 
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And with Comforts round ſecures Him, 
And of .endle Life aflures Him. - 


Feſus, Deareſt Lord, defend Me, 

And with guarding Flames attend Me ! 
And when Humane Comforts fail Me, 

Let no dark Deſpair aſſail Me, 

But thy boundleſs Goodneſs guide Me, 
And reward Me when t* has try'd Me: 940 
For thy Mercy fails us never, 

And thy Anger burns not ever. 


XVII. | 
Caſting all your Care upon Him, for h# 
careth for Ton, 


| Chriſt. 
Y Son, complain not, murmur not, if I 
With Thee the Methods of my Wiſdom try, 
I who alone thy utmoſt Wants deſcry: 


Thou think'ſt as Men would think, as ſenſleſs Fools 
Brought up in Reaſor's long Corrupted Schools, 
Strangers to Faith, and Hells uneaſy Tools; 


Believer. Truth Lord ! thy Cares are more for Me 
Than Mane, tho for my Sclf, could be; 943 
And 


Sy 
Ce 
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And He muſt ſtand bat weakly ſure, 

Whoſe Faith can't reſt in Thee ſecure. 

Lord, make my Will ſubſcribe to Thee, 

And a@ thy Pleaſure then with Me; 

For all thy Management will prove 

Th Effect of Goodneſs and of Love. 

If thou in Darkneſs chain me, Lord, 

Thy Goodneſs I'll with Praiſe record : 

If Thou with Light my Soul enflame, 

PII fing to thy Illuſtrious Name : 969 

If Thou my Heart with Comforts fill, 

P11 ſtill adore and praiſe Thee ſtill : 

If laid in gloomy Dungeons low, (flow. 
My Lips ſhall ſtill with thy Immortal Praiſes 


Chriſt, It's all thy Duty, Son ! The pious Mind 
Muſt always be to Providence relign'd : 
And Sufferings welcome there asJoys muſt be, 
And Wealth no more admir'd than lighted 
Poverty. 


Bdiev. For Thee, Dear Lord ! I'll gladly bear 
| What c're thy Diſpenſartions are. 970 
Let Good or Bad, Ict Sharp or Sweet, 
Let Joys or Griets around Me meet 3 


L 
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| The Dole thy Gracious Hand ſhall leave | * 
For Me, P11 ſtill with Thanks receive. 7 
From Sins, Dear Saviour, keep Me clear, 
And I nor Death nor Hell can fear ; 7 


O dot for ever Me diſclaim, 
Nor from#by Book deface my Name - 


— A thouſand Sorrows fall 
n Me, with Patience Ill ſupport them all. 98» 
XVIII. 


Thro* many Tribulations ye muſt enter into the 


Rinedom of Heaven, 


Chriſt. 

| Y Son, to ſave Thee when I left the Skies, 
I could a mighty Maſs of Woes deſpiſe; 
Freely I came from thoſe bleſt Seats above, 
Unforc'd by Power, tho conſtrain'd by Love, 
- Fhat Thou might'lt with ſubmiſlive Patience go 

Thro' all the Miſeries of Life below. 

From my firſt Birth, till on the Croſs I dy'd, 

I ſtill continved on the ſuffering fide ; 
- Great Wants and Curſes loud and great I bore, 
The Sinner's Follies, and the Scorner*s Store; 99% 
With baſe Ingratitude for Kindnefs I 
Was paid, for Miracles with Blaſphemy : 


lis 


A. i. 
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I preach'd the-Truth, but, Ah too rarely mov'd 
The ſinful Soul, but was for ſacred Truth reproy'd. 


believ. Since Patience, Lord, thy Practice ſway'd, 
And all thy Father's Rules obey'd, 
How humbly, Lord, ſhould I fulfil, 
A ſinful Wretch, thy gracious Will ? 


80 With what Submiſſions undergo 
The Pains of eaſcleſs Life below ? 1000 
Tho Lite's unwieldy Load oppreſs, 

- | Thy Grace, Lord, makes the Burden leſs ; 


And He who can thy Footſteps trace, 
May with thy Saints obtain the Race. 
W hat ſtrange Obſcurities of Old 
Did thy peculiar Flock enfold, | 
; ' When Jewiſh Bounds thy Church confind, 
And few to Heavenly Joys enclin'd ! 
Yet then thy Blood their Bliſs procur'd, 
= Thy faving Death their Lives enſur'd, 1010 
Elſe on the Gloom of Sufferings toſt, * 
They'd been in Woes Eternal Mazes loft. - 


T To Thee what Praiſe then ſhould We pay, 

90 Who ſhow'ſt the Good, the Perfect Way, 
Whence I, and all thy faithful Seed 

May to Eternal Joys proceed ? = 

'y | L 2 | Thy 2 
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Thy bleſt Example ſhows the Way 3 
And He who follows Patience, may 
With Thee, our Lord, our Head, appear, 
And Crownsof endleſs Glories wear. 1020 
Thy teaching, thy preceding Light 
Alone could backward Souls excite, 
Who elſe a fatal Courſe had run, 
By their own wandring Thoughts undone. 
Thy Miracles, thy Words Divine 
Could ſcarce our lazy Hearts incline 
But whither, whither had we gone, | 
Had not thy ſaving Beams before our Footſteps ſhone! | 


XIX. 
Fe endur®d the Croſs, deſpiſing the Shame, 


"WU *c 


Chriſt. 
CE o're Complaints, my Son ; give o're 
Thoſe deep-drawn Sighs, thoſe flowing 
Tears; | 1030 
Think what for Thee thy dear Redeemer bore, 
Think what the dying Martyr bears ! 'F 
Think what a Flood 
Of ſacred Blood, 
Think what a Sea of Crimſon Gore 
From Me, from all my dying Servants flow'd ; T 
Yet 


— 
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Yet Thine ſill ſafely fills thy Purple Veins, 
While We endur'd a thouſand Pains, 
Strongly tempted, deeply wounded, 
20 And with Heaps of Woes ſurrounded. - 
Weigh well theſe mighty Sufferings, then compare 
Thy own with their prodigious Share ; 1042 
Bluſh, if Impatience ſwell thy thoughtful Breaſt, 
| W hen with ſo ſmall a Burden prett : 
Nay look for more ; that, if a Storm ſhould riſe, 
{ Noſtubborn Murmurs may thy Heart ſurprize. 
The more thy Soul to Heay*n reſigns, 
ne! | The more thy ſacred Wiſdom ſhines. 
By Uſe the Burden lighter proves ; 
"Say not, Had nobler Hands the Wounds beſtowd, 1050 
| No mean difarace from nobler Hands bad flowd ; 
But all my Spleen and Anger moves, 
To ſee a baſe ungrateful Slave 


re His BenefaGor's Paſſions brave; 
ng if An unoblig'd, a great Man's Scoyn 
30 I bad without Reluftance born, 
| But bere I Pardon crave. (grows, 


Fond ſenſleſs Thonghts ! Where heavenly Patience 
It no ſuch nice Diſtindon knows 


Ne're values Men nor Injuries, 1060 
But lifts its humble Eyes (Prize. 
| To Him whoſe glorious Hand beſtows the Victor's 


L 3 Talk 
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Talk not of Patience, if thy Hand muſt chooſe 
Thy Burden, or the Weight refuſe 
Patience regards not What nor Who 

An Injury may do, 

But to the ſacred Exerciſe ſubmits, 

And eaſy under every Trial ſits. 

I: the Creator, not the Creature views, 

And with ſubmiſſrve Eyes purſues 107% 
Its Maker's Hand, and can repoſe | 
On what its Maker's Hand beſtows. 
He knows, ſmall Sufferings for his Maſter*s Name | 
A vaſt Reward may claim, Y 
Not to Deſerts by Juſtice paid, 
But by free Goodneſs down to humble Hearts convey'd. 
Up then ! for Wars prepare, 
If Thou the Crown wouldſt wear ! 
Patience, if unfading found, 
Patience may at laſt be crown'd. 1089 
If thou manly Deeds purſue, 
The Promiſe is to Sufferers due, 
Reſt by Labour is obtain'd, 
And Vittory by Fighting gain'd. 


Believer. 


Help then, O help Me, Lord, by powerful Grace. 
Impoſſi wbilities deface! 


impoſ: | 
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Impoſſibility's no more, 
* When Grace has filld the Heart before. 
Thou know?ſt my Weakneſs, Lord, how ſoon 
My Hope, my Strength, my Vigor's done. 
Little, I little can perform 1091 
To ſtem the Tide, or face the Storm. 
O touch my Soul with Heavenly Love ! 
70 Till ſoaring tow'rd thoſe Joys above, 
| Affiictions I with Scorn may view, 
And ſtill a ſteady Courſe purſue. 
ne To ſuffer, Lord, a while for Thee, 
* | Muſt bring Salvation ſure and Happineſs to me. 


" XR. 
Miſerable, and Poor, and Blind, and Naked. 


30 | Zdiev, F Ord, to Thee ['ll now confeſs 
All my own Unrighteouſneſs ; 11CO 
All my own Infirmity 
Ill acknowledg, Lord, to Thee. 
Oft Pm griev?d, and oft deje&ed, 
When with ſmalleſt Pains affected : 
Oft a brave Reſolve l take; 
But the leaſt Temptations ſhake 
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All my Courage, and confound Me, 
When thoſe Common Straits ſurround Me. 
Sometimes from the meaneſt Cauſe 

Hell a ſtrong Temptation draws. 1110 Þ 
When a ſudden Blaſt o*rethrows Me, 

And from all Afſhrance blows Me. 

See my Wretchedneſs, and ſee, 

Lord, what Weakneſs reigns in Me ! 

Save Me, ſnatch Me from the Deep, 

Leſt I there for ever ſleep! 

Moſt this grieves Me, moſt it wounds Me, 
That my Luſt ſo ſoon confounds Me ; 

Tho my Soul be ne're conſenting, 

Yet the Labours of preventing 1120 
Tdo uneaſy make my Life, 

Wearied with the conſtant Strife. 
Plainer ſtill my Frailties ſhow, 
While corrupted Notions flow 

Faſt upon my Mind, but prove 
Tedious, grievous to remove. 
Deareſt Lover, Lord ! of Souls, 
Whoſe Almighty Power controuls 
All above and all below, 

Pity on thy Slave beſtow ! 1130 
All my Toils and Labours view, 
And with aiding Grace purſue ! 


Tl 


Ol 
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Fill Me with Celeſtial Strength, 

Leſt rebellious Fleſh at length 

O're my fainting Mind prevail, 

And my inward Wiſdom fail, 
Tedious Wars may fatal be, 

And betray my ſelf to Me. 

What a wretched Life is This, 
Where we ne"re can Sorrows miſs ? 1140 
Where Perplexities and Woes, *' 
Crafty Friends and mighty Foes | 
All my Steps around encloſe, 


Some departing, more approaching, 
And the Tempter more encroaching, 
Sorrows ſtill on Sorrows ride 

With a diſmal pompous Pride, 

Like the Higre on the Tide. 


O who can love a Life diſtracted ſo, 


All whoſe Streams with Wormwood flow, 
Fill'd with Trouble, bankt with Woe ? 1151 


How's that true Life which Death and Plagues 


Yet how great a Number rates (creates ? 
All thoſe Cares as Delicates ! 


They'l 
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They'l cry, The World ts falſe, the World ts vain, 
And yet from it can't refrain ; 
Luſt will ſtill the Field maintain. 

The World to Us our Fle/hly Luſt commends, 
That our Pride of Life pretends, 
That our greedy Eye defends : 1169 

Byt when we think of Griefs, and think of Pains, 
Griping Miſchiefs, weighty Chains, 
Hatred then triumphant reigns. 

A vitiated Taſt the Mind deceives, 
And ſo falſe a Guſto leaves, 
As for Honey Gall receives, 

God then the Mind can neither taſte nor ſee, 
Nor how Sweet or Gracious He, 
Nor how pleaſant Truth may be. 

But thoſe who throughly can the World deſpilc, 
To their Maker only Wiſe, 1171 
Love their Heavenly Exerciſe : (enſur'd 

They know thoſe Sweets to well-purg®d Minds 
And of Inferiour Longings curd, 

Live from the World's falſe Snares, and wheedling 
Arts ſecur?d. 
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And now, Lord, what is my Hope ? truly my Hope 


z even in T hee, 


| Believ. ; hg my Soul of Peace poſſeſt, 


On thy Dear Redeemer®s Breaſt, 
He's the Saints Eternal Reſt, 


Deareſt, Sweeteſt Jeſus, ſtore 
Me with Love, to love thee more 1180 
Than I could the World before! 


Make Me love Thee more than Feature, 
More than all the Pride of Nature 
In the faireſt, ſofteſt Creature! 


More than Honour, more than Glory, 
More than boundleſs Territory, 
Or a Mighty Name in Story ! 


More than Subtilty or Parts, 
More than Riches, or than Arts, 
Or the Joys a World imparts ! 1190 


Make 
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Make Me love Thee more than Fame, 
Or the loudeſt ſounding Name, 
Or than Comforts Heavenly Flame ! 


More than all thoſe treaſur*d Sweets 
Hope in every Promiſe meets, 
When it dawning Glory greets ! 


More than Merits or Deſire, 
Or than thy Superiour Fire 
Can with all its Beams inſpire ! 


More than Pleaſure, more than Gladneſs, 
Or a Mind when purg'd from Sadneſs, 120: 
Extaſy'd to Holy Madneſs ! 


More than Captain Angels, more 
Than thoſe Spirits which before 
Thy All-glorious Throne adore ! 


More than I believe or ſee, 
More than all on Earth can be, 
Which, my God, which is not Thee / 


Thoy 


Il 


— 
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Thou, my Lord, my God, art bleſt ; 


Goodneſs centers in thy Breaſt : 1210 


God moſt High, and moſt Puiſlant, 
God moſt full and Allſufficient ; 
Sweeteſt, Kindeſt, Faireſt, Loving, 
And thy Kindneſs ſtHI improving ; 
All that's Good and Perfea, we 
Can at once diſcern in Thee. 

All thy nobleſt Gifts and Light -- 
Move me not, nor e're excite. 

My faint Wiſhes, only Thee, 

Lord, I pant and long to ſee. 12209 
O my Heart can never reſt 

Satisfy*d within my Breaſt, 

Till my Thoughts above can riſe, 
All created Joys deſpiſe, 

Far above all Bleſſings ſoar, 

And with Thee thy Self adore. 


Jeſus, O my Love, my Spouſe, 
Lord of pureſt, chaſteſt Vows, 
To Whom humble Nature bows. 


O who!l give ſwift Wings to 2, 123d 
That I might, from Fetters free, 
Fly to Heaven, and reſt with Thee ? 


When 
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When; O when, Lord, ſhall my Heart 
Gain in Thee, my Love, a Part; 
And diſcern how ſweet thou art ! 


When ſhall I from Sins at leiſure, 
And poſleſt with ſacred Pleaſure, 
Long and Love beyond all Meaſure ! - 


Oft I ſigh, and oft I groan, 
Much my Suffering, loud my Moan 1249 
In this Vale of Tears alone. 


Oft diſturb'd, diſtracted I, 
Hindred, clouded, fetter'd ly, 
And can't to thy Embraces fly. 


Let my Sighs, my Groanings move The?, 
Tho diſtreſt on Earth, I love Thee ; 
Let my Sighs and Groanings move Thee ! 


Jeſus, O Eternal Light! 
With Immortal Glories bright ! 
Comfort of the wandring Soul ! 1250 


Tho 
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Tho my Language Silence be, 
Silence can be heard by Thee, 

While I thus my ſelf condole: 

O how long, how long, Dear Lord, 
IWhen wilt thou one Smile afford 

To thy poor neglefed Slave ! 
Send thy Hand, O ſend thy Power, 
Save me from the dreadful Hour ! 

From the gloomy diſmal Grave ! 

Fly, O fly, my God to me, 1260 
All my Joys are fixt in Thee ; 

But without Thee Days and Hours 
Only hang their drooping Wings, 
While my cheerful Table ſings, 

Furniſh'd by thy kinder Powers. 
Wretched, tangled, hopeleſs I 
In a gloomy Priſon lie, 

Till thy Beams of Light Divine 
From this Bondage ſet me free, 

And thy Countenance on Me 1270 

With reviving Honours ſhine. 


Let others other Joys admire, | 
Thov, Lord, art all my Heart's Deſire ; 


Thon, 
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Thou, Lord, alone canſt pleaſe me here, 
My God, my Hope, my Safety dear ! 
III ne're be ſilent, never ceaſe, 


But to thy Throne my Prayers addreſs,/peace; 
Till to my Soul Thou fpeak*ſt theſe Words of 


| Chriſt. 
( Lo here am I | Dear Soul, I come to Thee, 
Since Thou haſt calÞd ſo much, ſo long to Me, 1280 
Thy Contrite Humble Heart, thy Prayers and Tea: ) 
Broke thro the Clouds, and reach*d my Sacred Ears, 
And to aſſiſt Thee, lo ! thy God appears. ) )Þ! 
And till reviving I 
Can thus in Heart reply 3 


Believer. 

Lord, I have call d and longd for Thee, 
Prepar'd to quit the World below, 
Since firſt thy Favours ſhin'd on Me, 

And mov'd my Heart, before too flow. 
Flt ſeck thee ſoon ;, Obleſt, O prais'd 1 290 

For ever be my God, my Lord ! 
ho for bis Slave Aſſiſtance rais'd, 

: And would his Mercy's Helps afford ! 


What 


— 
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What more, Lord, dan thy Servant ſay, 
But humbly at thy Footſtool lay 
Himſelf, His Miſery, and confeſs 


His Sins and native Wretchedneſs ! 

For Nothing, Nothing like to Thee 

Can all Created Nature ſee. 

O Thou thy Father's Wiſdom! may 1300 
The World to Thee their Praiſes pay! 
230 O may my Lips, my Soul, my All, 

On Thee with conſtant Praiſes call ; 

( While all the wide Creation vies 

To raiſe thy Sacred Name above the lofty Skies! 


XXII, 


Lord, T remembred Thee upon my Bed, and thought 
on T hee when I was waking ! 


Behever. 
= by thy Laws my Heart enlarge! 
O teach Me by thy Rules to move, 
90 By thy Commands my Senſe improve, 
That I may know their weighty Charge! 
That [ with reverent Induſtry - 1310 
May-all thy gracious Aft recal, 
Expreſs a grateful Heart for all 


hat | Thatnobleſt Sacrifice to Thee! 
M Yet 
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Yet when Pve done my Beſt, I know 
My Thanks thy Favours cart repay, 
My Merits claim ape ſmiling Ray, 

Since Thou'rt ſo bigh, and I fo low. 

The Charming Face, the Prudent Mind, 
Inward and outward Graces all 
From thy extended Bounties fall, 

And prove our mighty Maker kind. 

Ten Talents ſome perhaps may gain, 
Some only Two, and ſome but One ; 
But all Pretence to Pride is gone, 

Since All to Thee for All retain. 


T hoſe Odds, no Mines of native Grace, 


But thy diſcerning Goodneſs made ; 

And Favours there are kindly laid, 
Where Gratztude aſſumes the Place. 
That Man, who can Himſelf deſpiſe, 

And all his ſecret Frailties know, 


And from his Knowledg humbler grow, 


May {till to greater Favours riſe. 
Nor ſhould the meaneſt gifted Mind | 
Diſorder'd or dejeted mourn, 

With Anger or with Envy burn ; 
But ground for grateful Praiſes find. 


1320 
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| Hed thy impartial Hand adore, 

Thy Goodneſs and thy Mercy free, 

Since all at laſt deſcends from Thee, 1349 
Thou giy?lt the lcaſt and largeſt Store, 

Not Man's, but God's great Wiſdom knows 
What Seeds beſt ſte the fruitful Field, 
What Soils the faireſt Crops can yield, 

And thence proportion'd Gifts beſtows. 

Bleſt be my God, whoſe careful Hand 
Kept Me from empty Glories free, 

Leſt Inſolence and Vanity 

Should my too eaſy Soul command. 

My meaneſt, pooreſt Fortunes I 1350. 
Ungriev'd and undejetted bear ; 

And with an eaſy cheartul Air 

Can to my truſty Guardian fly. 

The Poor, the Wretched, Lord, and thoſe 
Whom moſt the rugged World deſpiſe, 

Are deareſt to thy gracious Eyes, 

And thy Domeſtick Train compoie. 

Thy great Apoſtles, Lord, were poor, 

When o're the Convert World they reign'd 3 
Yet ne're of Poverty complain'd, 1360 


In their Integrity ſecure. 


M 2 Their 
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Their Breaſts no Guile nor Malice ſwell'd, 
Nor Pride but when they ſuffer*'d Shame, 
Dear Jeſus, for thy Sacred Name, 
And Truth with firm Embraces held. 
He then, who Loves Thee, Lord, who knows 
How large thy BenefadFions are, 
Will for thy Smiles his Joys declare, 
And for thy Love's Immortal Flows. 
More bleſt in his deſpis'd Eſtate 1370 
Than thoſe above the reſt enthron'd ; 
And more at eaſe, when ſcarcely own'd, 
Than thoſe who graſp a Regal Fate : 
+ More pleas'd to be deſpis'd and ſcorn'd, 
Unſeen, unknown, without a Name, 
Than Flutterers on the Wings of Fame, 
With Honour's gaudy Arms adorn'd. 
ToHim thy Loves more Glories bring 
Than all Atchicvements here below ; 
And thence more happy Comforts flow, 380 
Than from the largeſt Gifts, or wondrous Ads 
can ſpring, 
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XXII. 
The Fruits of Righteouſneſs are ſown in Peace, 


Chriſt, | 
Y Son, I'll teach Thee now the peaceful Way, 
Where Freedom will with Eafe around Thee 
ſtay. 
Believer, 
Speak, Deareſt Lord, O ſpeak to Me ! 
Thy Rules muſt all delightful be, 


Chriſt. 
Not Others Counſels, but thy own refuſe - 
A ſmall Eſtate before a greater chuſe. 
Love to be ſubje, envy'd Places ſhun ;; 
Pray that my Will in Thee may all be done. 
Obey theſe Rules, and they?l thy Joys increaſe, 1390 
With perfect Pleaſure, and with perfe& Peace. 


Believer. 
Few are thy Words, but perfe&, Lord ; 
And Senſe and wondrous Fruits afford. 
O could I keep them faithfully ! 
I ſhould from inward Broils be free. 


M 3 And 
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- And only 1 then Diftorbance find, 
When from thy ſacred Rules declin'd. 
O Thou Almighty Lord, whoſe Love 
Reſts where induſtrious Souls improve, 
O grant Me greater Graces ſtill, 
ThatI may all my Words fulfil; 


And, to be ſav'd at laſt, obey thy ſacred Will 


A Prayer againſt Ewil Thoughts. 


() My God, I ffy to Thee, 
Go not, go not far from Me ! 


Help Me, Lord ! My God, receive Me ! 

- Dor't to ſtrong Temptations leave Me ! 
Wild my Thoughts are, vaſt my Fears ; 

| See the threatning Storm appears ! 

How, O how ſhall I ſubdue it, 
Or unſhockt, unhurt go thro it ! 

| Lord, thy Promiſe was of old; 

I'll the Maſſive Gates unfold, 

Trample or'e the Tempter's Powers, 

Battcr down the brazen Towers, 

Ser the groaning Priſoners free, 

And reveal my Self to Thee, 
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Such thy Promiſe was of Old, 

Grant, O grant the Bliſs foretold ! 

Then ſhall all my Tempters flie, 

Then my wicked Thoughts ſhall die. 1420 
All my Hope, my Conſolation 

In the deepeſt Tribulation, 

Is, my God, to truſt in Thee, 

Is, my Lord, to fly to Thee, 

Is, ny Life, to pray to Thee, 

And believe Thow'lt pity Me, 


A Prayer for inward Illumination, 


[LL, Holy Jeſus, fill my Soul 
With i7ward Zight ! The Clouds controul, 


Which now about my Judgment roll ! 


Keep me from Wandrings, ſet me free 1430 


From Tempters Force and Subtlety ; 
And Fight, my God, O Fight tor Me! 


Beat down my Brutiſh Luſts ! ſubdue 
T hoſe Fiends which now my Peace purſue ; 
T hat 1 may Praiſe on Praiſe renew ! 


M 4 That 
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That in 4 Conſcience clear and ſound, 
A Palace may for God be found, 
And all with Heavenly Hymns reſound. 


Lord, quell the Storm, the Surges bind, 
And huſh the rugged Northern Wind, 
That Ia Halcyon Calm may find ! 


Send out thy Light, thy Truth Divine, 
That they around the World may ſhine, 
And let, O let ſome Sparks be Mine ! 


My Soul's a barren Wild ; O ſhew 
Thy fertilizing Grace ! Imbue 
My Heart with thy Celeſtial Dew ! 


With pure Devotion's gentle Rain 
Moiſten and warm the ſandy Plain, 
Till all a fruitful Verdure gain !. 


Lord, raiſe my Soul with Sins oppreſt, 
And O inſpire my panting Breaſt 
With Sighs for thy Eternal Reſt ! 


144 
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Till by that Prelude raviſh'd, 1 
On Wings of Rapture mount the Sky, 
LulPd with Immortal Harmony. 


From Creature-Comforts ſet me free 
4 From all Created Vanity, 
O Deareſt Saviaur, reſcue Me * 


My Doglike Appetite renews, 1460 
And Sorrow all my Steps purſues, 
When 1 thoſe little Comforts uſe. 


O bind me faſt with Bands of Love, 
That I from Thee may ne're remove, 
Till with thy Self, the Deareſt Objett, fixt above. 


XXIV. 
Be not Wiſe overmuch. 


Cbriſt. 
| TYOn't be too Curious, nor with empty Cares 
Engage thy Thoughts in vexing Snares : 
What's This or That to Thee 7 
Thy Buſineſs is to follow Me - 


What's 
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What's Thy Concern if Men be So or 59, 14-70 
If thus they Speak, or thus they Do ? 
Thou no Account for them ſhalt give, 
But for thy Self ; And would'ſt thou wiſh to live 
In Dark Perplexities ? 
All Things 1 know ;, and what the Sun can ſee 
Is viſible and plain to Me : 
I all Aﬀairs anatomize : 
I know Mens inmoſt Thoughts and private Wills, 
And what their utmoſt Hopes fulfils. 
Leave then ſuch Things to Me; 1490 
And let Peace inhabit Thee: 
Of That let nothing here thy Soul bereave ; 
Let Others all their vain Deſigns purſue, 
Their Words and Deeds ſhall all receive their Due, 
Since None can Me decetve. 
Hunt not the Shadow of a Mighty Name, 
Nor boaſt of Freedoms, or of private Love 3 
In Thee ſuch Hopes too large a Share will claim, 
Taiy Heart with gloomy Fancies move. 
To Thee Id freely all my Will reveal, 1 490 
From Thee no needful Truths conceal, 
Wonuld'ſt Thou but watch my Coming carefully, 
And open all thy Gates to Me. 
Be careful then, and watch to Prayer, (are, 
And let thy Modeſt Deeds thy Humble Thoughts de- 
XXV. 
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XXV. 

The Fruits of the Spirit are Joy, Peace, Goodneſs. 


Chriſt. 
HusI, my Son! declar'd of Old; 
Ss Lo! I leave my Peace with You ; 
Lo! I give my Peace to You, 
Wot as Worldly Men may do; 
Peace indeed I give to You. 1500 
Thus I promis'd Mine of old. 
Peace is the Common Wiſh, alas ! But few 
Thoſe ſacred Paths which lead to Peace purſue, 
: My Peace is Meek, and Humble Judgments guides, 
And loves to live where Patience moſt reſides : 
| Hear Me, Obey Me, and thou ſoon ſhalt find 
Her Balmy Dews relax thy labouring Mind. 
Believer. (Way, 
What ſhall I do then, Lord ? Chr. Obſerve thy 
Thy Words and Deeds with Curious Eyes ſurvey ; 
To pleaſe thy God alone in 4! deſign ; I516 
Nor to another Lord's Commands incline : 
Ne're meddle, Son! with Other Mens Afairs ; 
With no Cenſorious Wit augment thy Cares. 


Live 
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Live but at Home, and Peace ſhall live with Thee, 
Thy Mind from griping Cares and wild Diſtractions | 
free. 


But to be wholly loos'd from Earth below, 

Earth can't, but Heaven may at laſt beſtow. 

But if thou'rt in a ſtupid ſenſleſs State, 

Dowt thence thy Peace and calm Enjoyments date. 

Think not it's Peace when thou canſt ſee no Foe, 

Nor well when all things to thy Wiſhes go, 1521 

Nor all thy Extaſies and Heats admire, 

As if juſt kindled by Celeſtial Fire. 

Man may his Caſe, in ſpite of Theſe miſtake, 
And from falſe Premiſes a falſe Conclu/zon make. 


Believer. 
How, Lord, then maylI throughly know my State! 


Chriſt, 
On Me let all tiiy Soul's Aﬀections wait 
Seek not thy Self, but with an eaſy Mind 1528 
Some ground for Thanks in all Conditions find ; 
Weigh all Events ; be Grateful}, Patient, Bold, 
Nor by each ſudden ſeeming Cloud controul'd. 
In Storms thy Soul for greater Storms prepare, 
And ſtil] Submiſſion to thy Lord declare; 


Own 
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Own thy Demerits, and his gentler Hand, 
No more againſt his Heavenly Juſtice ſtand ; 
In every Change thy Maker vindicate z 
Adore his Providence in every State ; 
Keep Self beneath, thy Maſter's Praiſes ſing, 
True Peace, true Hopes and Joys from that bleſt 
Source will ſpring. 


XXVI. 
And eſtabliſh me with thy free Spirit. 


Believer. 

No more, if perfe&, Lord ! ſhould! 
From Heavenly Contemplations turn my Eye, 1 541 

But thro' a Wood of Thorny Care, | 
A Heart unheavy, undiſtemper'd bear ; 

Not out of dull Stupidity, 

But from a Soul ſerene, and free 
From all created Loves and worldly Vanity. 


Save, Deareſt Lord ! O ſave my Soul, 
Leſt Cares of ſenſual Life my Thoughts controul, 
Leſt outward Wants betray my Mind, 
And I Delights in Earthy Chains ſhould find; 1550 
Leſt I, with Troubles broke, ſhould fail ; 
And Doubts and Fears above my Faith prevail ! 
Unclog 
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= Unclog my Thoughts, enlarge my Mind, 


Till I may ſoar, no more confin'd, (Wind, 
High as Ethereal Flames, and looſe as Air o 


O Thou, my God, my Life, my Dear, 
In whom ineffable Delights appear, 
Embitter all my Joys below, 
That I no Sweets but in thy Self may know ! 
From Carnal Goods O turn my Heart, 156: 
Which but a vitzated Guſt impart ! 
Free Me, O free Me from the Snares, 
Which Fle/b and Blood for Fleſh and Blood prepares! 
Let not the World's poor ſhort-liv'd Pride, 
Nor Hells deſigning Prince my Thovghts divide! 
Give Me but Strength, and Pl oppoſe 
The buſy Malice of my active Foes ! 
Give Patience, that I all may bear, 
And Conſtancy in Truth to perſevere ! 
For all thoſe Comforts here below, 1 570 
On Me thy Spirit's Fragrant Oils beſtow ! 
All Earthly Paſſions, Lord, remove, 
And thro* my Soul diffuſe thy own immortal Love! 


Lo! Meats, and Drinks, and Clothes, and All 
Thoſe Goods for which our craving Bodies call, 


Are 
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Are but a Burden, Lord! to Mez; 
Teach Me to uſe them ſo, that all may ſee 
How lIcoſeI to the World can fit, 
And always to the Loſs of All ſubmit. 
My Life's not Mine to loſe, but I 1580 
Muſt fainting Nature's daily Wants ſupply, 
But wort luxurious Stores purſue; 
Leſt ſo the Fleſh the Spirit ſhould ſubdue. 
Lord, let thy Hand dire@ Me here, 
That I no wild Extreams may fear, fee. : 


But ſafe between the Rocks of Want and Plenty 


XXVII. 
Take no care for the Fleſh to fulfil the Luſts 
thereof. | 


Chriſt. 
| Ouldſt Thou, my Son, Eternal Joys obtain ? 
Thy Self, thy All muſt firſt the Purchaſe clear ; 
Sdif-Love will more thy ſoaring Thoughts reſtrain, 


Than all thoſe Charms which worldly things 
endear. 


Self-Love attracts Temptations, and betrays 1590 
Man to the Malice of his Angry Foes. 
The Love of Heaven treads all in perfect Ways, 
No Bars can there its lofty Flights oppoſe. 
Ne're 
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Ne're covet that which Thou canſt ne*re procure, 
Nor ſtrive to keep what would thy Thoughts en- 
Give what Thou haſt to Me, in Me ſecure, Clare. 
And all which thy immoderate Longings crave. 
Why ſhouldſt Thou pine with Woes, and waſte 
with Cares ? | 
Wait but on 24e,and Thou no harm ſhalt feel. 1600 
A reſtleſs Thought a wicked Heart declares, 
And muſt in everlaſting Darkneſs reel. 
For All, when gain'd, would all defeFive prove, 
And Ambuſcades on every hand appear, 
And Storms would ſtill the rolling Billows more, 
The Mind be ruffled with diſtrafting Fear. 
A Mind from all Ambitious Fancies free 
Is happier than with vaſt Abundance cloy'd; 
Vain Wealth, Applauſe, and Honour's Pageantry, 
Will be with this poor fleeting World deſtroy'd. 
Height can't ſecure Thee, but a prudent Zeal ; 
A Peace ill-founded never long can laſt. 1612 
New Garments can't an ulcer'd Heart conceal, 
Nor Thou be better, tho not what thou walſt. 
In Me thy Strength alone, thy Safety ſtands ; 
- Ichange the Heart, and I reform the Mind; 
Who leaves Me,quickly feels Hell's weighty Bands, 
And from one Danger ſnatch'd, will greater Dangers 


find. 
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A Prayer for Purity and Wiſdom. 


C HEW Me, Lord, O ſhew thy Face ! 
O confirm my Heart with Grace ! 1625 
Strengthen, Lord, my fainting Mind, 
Now to worthleſs Cares inclin'd : 
Waſh my Eyes-from needleſs Tears ! 
Purge my Soul from Doubts and Fears ! 


Purge it from impure Deſires, 


If it Gold or Dirt admires : 

All alas ! 1s Tranſfitory ; 

All a Fiction, all a Story ; 

All a Blaſt, an empty Lie, 

All vexatious Vanity ! 1630 
W hy ſhould I a Shade purſue ? 

I alas! amdying too. 

Give Me Wiſdom, Lord, to ſee 

All's but Dirt compar'd with Thee, 
Heavnly Wiſdom, Feſus! ſend Me! 
That, while common Sweets attend Me, 
I may fix my Heart above, 

And Thee more than all things love. 


Teach Me, Lord, to know Thee more, 
Shew Me all the wondrous Store 1640 
N Of 
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Of Myſterious Providence, ; 
And enlarge my Soul and Senſe ! 


If Thou make Me truly Wiſe, 

PII the fawning World deſpiſe; 

Bear with humble Patience thoſe 

Who my Peaceful Courſe oppoſe. 

Wiſdom always keeps the Field, 

Won't to noiſy Language yield, T| 
Scorns the Fools prepoſt'rous choice, 

Scorns the Sirens charming Voice ; 1650 Þ 
Walks in Holy Paths ſecure, 

Of Divine Protection ſure. 

Send zt, O my Saviour, ſend zt, 

Pl: with humbleſt Vows attend it. 


XXVIII. 
Thou ſhalt be hid from the Scourge of the 


Tongue. 


Chriſt. Th 
Y Son, ne*re murmur, tho the World accuſ: 
Thy ſpotleſs Name, thy innocence abule. 
When that's all paſt, thy modeſt Thoughts mul: 
own 
Thy Self ſtil worſe, as to thy Self beſt known ; 
T he) 
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They charge Thee deep, but Thou canſt quickly 
find 
Guilt deeper far diſturb thy conſcious Mind. 1660 
Try to be pure indeed ; fome Words have proy'd 
Bleſt healing Balms, tho firſt by 2alice mov'd. 
Live huſh'd in Silence, tho thy Fate?s ſevere, 
And undiſturb'd their laviſh Language hear : 
| True Innocence will heavenly Beauties ſhow 
Thro? all that noifom Dirt the villain World can 
throw. 


No real Peace their kinder Words could raiſe, 
It's equal to Thee if they Curſe or Praiſe, 
Thovw'lt {till remain unalter'd, {till the ſame, 
How e're they. mangle thy advancing Fame, 1670 
in Me thy Peace, thy real Glory lies; 
And He who can the common World deſpiſe, 
Who neither fawns, nor fears a ſnarling Age, 
May in thoſe Sweets of endleſs Peace engage; 
From ſenſleſs Fears and Love's DiſtraCtions riſe, 
The Soul well paid above the World's encumbrance flies, 
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XXIX. 


LEST, Lord, O bleſt be thy great Name, 
From whom my Sufferings gently came, 

Who with a Father's tender hands, 
Such Trials for his Son commands ! 1686 
They come ! They come ! nor can I fly, 
But open to their Laſhes lie ; 
Only in thy extended Arms 
I hope to relt ſecur'd from Harms. 
Let, Lord, O let thy Rod to Me 
Correction and Inſtruction be ! 
Lord, of my ſelf, with fretful Rage 
Pc {till againſt thy Hand engage ; 
No Patience I, no humble Mind 
Within my wretched Self can find, 1 69; 
What ſhall I ſay, dear Father, now ? 
Beneath thy weighty Strokes I bow ; 
O ſave me from the threatning Hour ! 
Or a& me with thy ſaving Power ; 
Till humbler for my Follies gxown, 
I may thy wondrous Mercies own ! 
Pm Poor, Pm Nothing, but by Thee, 
Save, Lord, -O fave and reſcue Me! 


Patient | 


Connt it all Foy when ye fall into divers emptation,, 
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Patience, bleſt God ! thy Patience give, 

And I'll without repining live. - 1700 
Be Thou my God, be Thou my Aid, 

And, tho beneath vaſt Mountains laid, 

That Weight Pll uncomplaining bear, 


And ſhake off all the Terrors of inſulting Fear. 


What ſhall I ſay my God to Thee, 

But, Do thy Pleaſure Lord with Me ? 

I merit Wrath, and thence for Woes 

And Sufferings would my Thoughts compole. 
In them, O may I Patience ſhow, 

Till off theſe rugged Tempeſts blow 1 1710 
Thy mighty Hand alone can Me 

From all ehe Tempter®s Furies free, 

Bafile his Rage, and break his Might, 

And ſave Me from approaching Night. 

Save Me, my God, as when of old 

Thou couldſt my fainting Heart uphold ! 

I groan beneath thy weighty Chains, (Pains. 


ThyHand can heal my Wounds, and eaſe my ſmarting 


XXX, 
My Grace is ſufficient for Thee, 


Chriſt. 


| thy ! Pm that God, my Son, who comforts Thee, 


Come then in Sufferings, only come to Me! 
N 3 Com- 
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Comfort thou want*ſt, and Comforts foon would'( 


have, I721 
Would'ſt Thou with greater Warmth my Com- 
forts crave. 
But Thou'dſt fir/# to the World's Aſſiſtance fly, 
I'm but a Refuge in Extremity ; 
But all thy hopes are vain, till thou canſt own 
Me, Me the Samir of the Juſt alone. 
No Creature-Aids, or Arts, or Counſels can 
Remove thoſe Sufferings which my Hands began, 
Reſume thy Spirits then ! the Skies grow clear, 
And bright again my Mercy 's Beams appear; 1730 
Once more I'll raiſe thy Head, thy State reſtore, 
As Job ſeverely try'd, was happier than before. 


What ? is there any thing that's bard to Me ? 
Whene'reI promis'd, was I falſe: to Thee? 

Ah where's thy Faith! Thy ſacred Confidence ! 
Stand faſt for ſhame! Heroick Faith commence! 
Be brave ! be bold ! The Time of Comfort's nigh, 
I now on rapid Wings to help Thee fly. 

Let Hell's black Tyrant rage, let Nature fear; 
Thy Temper ſhake; lo! I at hand appear ! 1749 
Why ſhould Futurities torment thy Mind ? 
Sorrows alone {uch dark Enquiries find. 
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To Day thou liſt indeed : and can't To day 

Lay Cares enough in thy uncertain way ? 

Such buſy Thoughts are vain and uſeleſs all, 
Wiſdom will ne'r be ſcar'd with what may ner befal. 


But what can narrow Souls impriſon'd do ? 
Shamm'd off with Air, and gul'd with empty ſhow 2 
The gaudy Shadow draws their longing Eyes, 

But ſwift as Dreams, the gaudy Shadow flies, 1750 
Hell would abuſe Thee, but ne're cares if Thou 
To Si barefar?d or painted Vertues bow, 

If Love of preſent things diſtraft thy Soul, 

Or future Hopes thy future Fears controul, 

Stand faſt ! believe me ! on my Mercy reſt ! 
Perhaps when Sorrows molt aſſault thy Breaſt, 
When Hopes all ruin'd, Joys all loſt appear, 

Pm then my Self with vaſt Advantage near. 

Tho things go croſs, they maym't be deſperate quite, 
A ſudden Proſpect may confound the fight; 1760 
And He's too weak, who ſinks and drowns for fear, 


When any Means untri'd to reach the Shores appear. 


W hat tho I laſh thee now ? or ſeem to hide 
My cheerful Glories ? or in Clouds reſide ? 
My Methods lead Thee tow'rd Eternal Light, 
Thowrt puniſh'd thus, but not deſerted quite 
N 4 My 
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My Saints more Bleſſings in Aﬀflictions find, 
Than when the World is to their Wills reſign'd. 
I know thy ſecret unſhap'd Thoughts, and know 
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A ſhort Receſs, a little Cloud below 1770 

May humble Thee, the Price of Heaven enhance, 

And thy Salvation*s happy means advance. 

I gave ; 1 take the Gift I gave before, ; 
And can,when e're I pleaſe, the welcom Gift reſtore. 


I gave, but gave my proper Gifts alone ; 

I took, yet took not Thine, but took my own. 

Each truly Good, each perfe& Gift is Mine, 

Its Nature uſeful, and its Source Divine. 

Then at my Diſ-enſations ne're repine, 

Nor murmur, tho a ſharper Lot be Thine. 1780 

Faint not! Complain not! Night the Morning 

brings, 

And healing Joys drop from my balmy Wings. 

I ſoon can make the weighty Burden light, 

And Patience with illuſtrious Crowns requite ; 

And when I /ank T hee, or thy Fortunes raiſe, 
The World my Wiſdom will my awful Juſtice praiſe. 


Al 


. Could"ſt thou be wiſe, & Truth, tho deep, delſcry, - 
Thowdlit nere beneath my Rod dejected lie : 
Affliction would thy happy Temper raiſe, 17989 
Thy Faith would flouriſh,& thy Lamp would blaze; 
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Snuff*d by the ruffling Winds to ſhine more bright, 
But not by rougheſt Storms extinguiſh'd quite. 
Nay Thouw'ldſt be Rapture all and Extaſy, 

So kindly, tho ſo ſharply laſ'd by Me. 

Thou'lt be 4 Son if thou endure the Rod, 

A Saint, if thankful to a frowning God. % 

Thus to my Friends I oft diſcourſt of old, 

When I their Buſ/zneſs and Rewards foretold, 

You, You my Brethren to my Heart are near, 

As Pm to my immortal Father dear ; 1800 
Yet them I ſent, not to deluding Joys, 

But bloody Fields, and Battes dreadful noiſe. 


Not that the World ſhould at their Footſteps fall, 


But to be trampled and be ſcorn'd by All; 
Not to a lazy Life, but mighty Toils ; 
Not to a downy Sleep, but endleſs Broils ; 
That forth they might the Fruits of Patience bring, 
And in the ſharpeſt Winter's Froſts maintain a con- 
ſtant Spring. 


XXXI. 
Have wot my Hands made all theſe things ? 


Believer. 

ORD, wouldſt thou have 24 come to Thee, 
Where Earth nor Hell ſhall trouble Me ? 1810 
Then I'll greater Grace implore, 

Give Me, Lord, O give me more! While 
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While thus clog'd I ne re can fly, 

Ne're approach the peaceful Sky ; 

Yet I fain would ſoar ; Ilong, 

And as oft repeat the Song, 

IWho will wing me like the Dove ? 

Then I'd fly and reſt above, 

What excels a ſingle Eye ? 

W hat enjoys a Liberty, 18290 
Like the Soul which longs for nothing, 
Strip't of all inferiour Clothing ? 

O may I o're-paſs the Creature ! 

Scorn my own defective Nature ! 

Live in height of Extaſy ! 

And thy Excellencies ſee ! 

He who can't the World reſign, 

Ne're can think of things Divine: 

Hence ſo few for Contemplations, 

Hence ſo few for Meditations ; 1839 
Still the tranſtent Creature hojJds them, 
And in treacherous Arms enfolds them. 


But O what wondrous Grace muſt make 
The Soul thoſe noble Courſes take ! 
Yet the Soul, while captiv'd here, 
Can the Creatures Fetters wear ; 
Not to God himſelf united, 
Not with Holy Flames excited ; Lit- 
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Little, can but Ii:ttle know, 

While oppreſt with Weights below. 1840 
Long that poor polluted Soul 

Muſt in common Ordure roll, 

Which ne're looks above the Skies, 

Where the Great, the Good, the Wile, 
Our Almighty Lord alone 

Holds his everlaſting Throne. 


| All which is not good nor laſting, 


Pleaſures valu'd much, but walting, 
Qnickly all, which is not God, 
Should beneath our feet be trod. 1350 


 O how high, how vaſt a diſtance 


He who ſoars by Love's Aſliſtance, 
He whoſe wiſe and pure Devotions 
Elevate his ſacred Notions, 
Raptur'd and Contemplative, 
O're the Common World muſt live. 
High our Wits and Fancies may 
Mount to reach the ſource of Day ; 
High our ſtudious Heads aſpire, 
Much attain, and more defire. x $60 
Nobler are thoſe Influences 
Which the ſacred Dove diſpenſes; - 
Leſs from all our ſludious years, 
Than from thence at once appears. 
Some 
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Some fain to Extaſy would riſe, 
But hate the previous Exerciſe. 
Paſſions mortify*d are grievous, 
Nor can groveling Senſe relieve us, 
Ah! what fooliſh Lights abuſe us ! 
Ah! what vain Deſigns amuſe us ! 1870 
What ſtrange Spirits delude Us all, 
Who our ſelves Believers call ! 
How we rob our ſelves of- Pleaſures |! 
How we graſpat airy Treaſures ! 
Moll and Toil, our ſelves tormenting, 
And a thouſand ways inventing 
How we may our ſelves undo, 
And eternal Flames purſue ! 
While our Souls are ne're reſpected, 
But our Future State's neglected ! 1 880 


Ah wretched we who think a while, 

But ſtraight looſe Dreams our Hearts beguile ! 
Our weak Thoughts no bounds can bear, 
Nor the recollecting Care : 

Neither weigh we Words or Ations, 

But delight in vain Diſtractions, 

Where our looſe AﬀeCtions fly, 

Tho our Al's Impurity, 

Cares nor Griefs can e're retard us, 1 889 
Tho the loweſt Hells reward us. | Hu- 


y | __ 
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Humane Crimes the former World 
All beneath a Deluge hurl'd ; 

And our inward Parts perverted, 
Make our Actions, when exerted, 
Fooliſh, ſenſleſs, filthy all, 

Deep beneath Damnation fall. 


| Let the Heart be pure indeed, 


Happy Fruits will thence proceed. 


What bas the Hero done ? we cry, 
But ne*'re examine How nor Why, 1900 


Thoſe who Valiant, Rich and Fair, 

Thoſe who witty Writers are, 

Thoſe who ſing with ſweeteſt Art, 

Or can do the Workman's part ; 

Such are courted, ſuch admir'd, 

But no real Good deſir'd. 

Who'll the Poor 7n Spirit Praiſe ? 

W ho the Meck and Patient raiſe ? 

Where's the living Saint, whoſe Name 
Flutters on the Wings of Fame ? 1910 
None e're court *um, none admire \um, 
Nor till dead and loſt deſire *um : 

Nature outward Gifts adores, 

Grace the inward an explores, 

We're in Nature oft miſtaken, 

But the Man was ne're forſaken \Who 


| 
f 
; 
i 
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Who to God Himſelf appli'd, 
And his Lore and Mercies tri'd. 


XXXII. | Cl 
Except a Man forſake all, He cannot be my Diſciple, : 
U 
Chriſt. | 

Hat I, my Son, fo oft declar'd before, 
The more repeated, mult affe& thee more, 
Deny thy Self, or never hope to be 1921 | Po 
Poſſeſt in full of perfet Liberty. 
Thoſe who their own fole Intereſts regard, 


The ſelf-fond, eager, curious, wandring Herd, Ti 
Who all for ſoft unſtable things enquire, 

But neither Chrift nor Chriſtian Rules deſire, ] 
Tho ne're ſo gaily trap'd, are Priſoners all, Gr. 
And ſoon from their fi&titious Glories fall. 

What ſprings not out from God muft quickly fage ;, ( 


Let this then be thy Rule of Practice made, 1939 | Ho 
Leave thou but All, and All thou ſoon ſhalt find ;, 
Forſake thy Lufts, thowlt get a peaceful Mind. [ 
Remember this ; and when thou ma{?ſt it good, WI 
All neceſſary Truths will foon be underſtood. 


- Bt]. But, Lord, this Task one ſingle Day 


Can't end, nor is it Childiſh Play t 
- This 


TS. 8 
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T his one ſhort Rule, without conſtraint 
Or Gloſs, would make a perfect Saint. 


Chriſt, Droop not, my Son! nor faint to hear 
What rugged Courſe the perfect Saint muſt ſteer, 
But upward tow'rd the Skies thy Head ſublimely 
bear. I941 
O couldſt thou once thy ſelf deny, 
With mine and my great Father's Will comply, 
Pure Joys and Love and Peace ſhould then around thee 
Thou ſtill muſt many Things forſake, Ofy- 
Nor canſt Thou of immortal Bliſs partake, 
Till thou of all below a juſt Reſignment make. 
Buy then Gold well refin'd of Me, 

From worldly Wit and Self-indulgence free. 
Graſp at Celeſtial Senſe, and bleſt Eternity! 1950 
Aim not at mighty things below, | 
On Heavenly Wiſdom all thy Thoughts beſtow, 
How e'rdeſpis'd on Earth the wondrous Larges grow, 

That true Humility will prize, 
That many preach, whoſe Life the Truth denies, 
While it like ſome fair Gem loſt in the Quarry lies. 


XXXIIIL 
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XXXII.. : 
My Sor, give me thy Heart ! 
Chriſt, 
N Ere in thy roving Thoughts, my Son,confide, 
They'l fix to Day, to Morrow change their ' 
fide - 

While to a wretched load of Earth confin'd, 
Thow'lt ſuffer always by a changing Mind ; 1960 4 
Now ſad, now pleaſant, now ſerenely bleſt, .C 
An 


Straight with a thouſand inborn Storms opprelt ; 

Deep in Devotions now, but ſoon profane ; 

Now ſtudious, quickly in a flothful ſtrain ; 

Now wondrous grave, and ſoon as light & yain. 

The Man of ſenſe that various Humours ſcorns, 

While ſacred Art his happy Life adorns, 

On God, his Polar Star, hell fix his Eye, 

Furl all his Sails, and not to Windward ply, 

But through rough Tides with Oars his Paſſage 

force, 1970 

And to his heavenly Port diredt his conſtant Courſe. 


Ze. 


Sometimes the wiſeſt Chriſtian Pilot may 
Encroaching Sleep's Lethean Drops obey : 


Book IH. Pattern ED £ = 93 


—_ p » mm 


Some humane Frailties Fleſh and Blood ſurround, 
And ſelfiſh Dreams the ſteddy Soul confound. 
They ſeek for Heav' n, but ſeek for Pleaſure too; 
And double Ways with double Hearts purſue, 
So when bleſt Mary's Brother left the Grave, 
And, to his Maſter, Death reſign'd his Slave, 
To Bethany the Jews in Troops repair'd, 1989 
With curious Thoughts; but more alas! prepar'd 
To gaze on £9<arus to Life reſtor'd, | (Word. 
Than to obey themſelves their Lord's teviving 
Clear thy Intention firſt, direct it true, 

And then with ſteddy ſteps thy Holy Courſe purſue; 


XRXXXITV, 
That God may be All 11 All: 


el, k i Y God's my All, my Soul's deſire, 
How can [I greater Bliſs require ? 
Sweet Note, dear charming Namie to Me, 
Who hate inferiour Vanity. HH 
My God, my deareſt Lord, my All! 1999 
Pd oft the pleaſing Sound recal, 
How all things ſmile when Thiou art here, 
But dead, when Thou witkdraw'ſt, appear. 
Thou 1% the peaceful Soul with Joy, 
Thy Works thy chearful Saints employ; 
O Thy 
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Thy Name in every Work they praiſe, 
And Trophies to thy Goodneſs raiſe. 
Without Thee nothing ſweet we find, 
But when thy Grace adorns the Mind, 
Then all things favour well, and we 
Thy Hand in all thy Works of Wonder ſee. 


Bleſt with thy Love we reliſh All ; 
Without thee nothing talte but Gall. 
Here witty Worldlings groſly fail, 
Where Vanity and Death prevail. 
But thoſe who can the World ſubdue, 
And Fleſh and Blood with Scorn purſue, 
Such happy Men are wiſe indeed, 
Such happy Men to Truth proceed 
From Vanity 3 from Fleſh and Blood, 
To all that's Holy, all that's Good, 
The Creature's nobleſt CharaQter 
Theſe to its Maker's Praiſe refer, 
And can a juſt DiſtinRion find 
Between the whole Created Kind, 
And Bim who made them ; and between 
W hat in our fleeting Years is ſeen, 
And what includes Eternity 
Between that Light we daily ſee, 

And that which centers in the Deity: 


201 
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O Thou Eternal Light Divine, 
With thy All-piercing Glories ſhine 
Quite thro? this gloomy Heart of mine. 


Purge, make me glad, illuminate, 
New Life within my Soul create ! 
And raiſe Me to a raptur'd State ! 


O come ! O come bleſt long'd for hour, 
On me thy quickning Favours ſhower ! 
And let me feel thy nearer Power ! 


No Joys, Dear Lord, can perfe& be 2038S 
Till I that happy Inſtant ſee, 
And Thou art All in All to Me. 


Still Adam?s Luſts in Me reſide, 
Not yet, not throughly crucify'd, 
They've bled, but never truly dy'd. 


The Fleſh againſt the Spirit arms, 
My Soul with fiery Diſcord warms, 
And with unceaſing Wounds alarms. 


O Thou whoſe great Command the Sea, 
The rugged Waves and Winds obey, 2049 
O help! O hear thy Servant pray ! 

O 2 With 


196 The (hriſtin 
With thy Almighty Arm ſurprize, 
And cruſh my:#*nward Enemies," 
W ho ſtill in Arms agamft me riſe ! 


Book: III; 


A 


O let me all thy Wonders view, 
My Hopes, my Shelter, Lord, renew, 
While l thy Smilesalone,my Lord! my God ! purſue, 


RXXXV. 
Bleſſed is the Man who endureth Temptation. 


Chriſt. 
HY Life, my Son ! canner of Health be ſure, 
. Unleſs thy Heart Celeſtial Arms ſecure : 
While helliſh Foes thy trembling Heart furround, 
The Shield of Patience mult repel the Wound. 
Fix then on Me, for Me reſoly*dly dare, 2052 
For Me, for Sufferings, and for Wonnds prepare: 
So may'lt thou blow the Flames of ſacred Love, 
And reach the Palms of glorious Saints above. 
Thy Foes then with a Manly Force repel ; 
The Conqueror may be crown?d, while Daſtard: 


link to Hell, 
(bleſt? 
Would'ſt Thou on Earth with Peace and Eaſc be 
Then never dream of Heaven's Eternal Reſt ; 


Reſt 


, 
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| Reſt is a faoliſh Purchaſe here below, 2960 
For Patience all thy Studies hers beſtow ! (Earth: 
True Peace ſprings out from Heav'n, and not from 
God, not the Creature, gives that Bleſſing birth ; 
Pains, Sorrows, Tortures, Griefs, Temptations, 
Woes, 
Wrongs, Wants, Reproofs, Confuſions, Scandals, 
Blows, 
Theſe for the Love of God muſt all be born, 
And Patience ſtil] the Sufferer's Life adorn ; 
Theſe edg true Valour, theſe the Chriſtian Soul 
Beneath the Standard of their Lord enroll; 2069 
Theſe Trials that unfading Crown compoſe, 
Thoſe Honours which entwine the Brows of 
thoſe, | 
Who to endure the worſt of Farthly Furies choſe, 


Or can'ſt Thoudream to hve at Peace within, 
Unmovd by $cruples, and unſhock'd by Sin? 
Such Eaſe:no piqus Saints of old procur'd, 

But Cares, Temptations,Doubts and Fears endur*d. 
They in their God, and not themfebves would truſt, 
True to their King, to their Engagements juſt, 
They knew theſe Woes could no Proportion bear 

To thoſe bright Wreaths triumphant Martyrs wear. 


Gyn Or 


| 
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Or would'ſt Thou, Child ! with eaſe, at once, obtain, 

What they could ſcarce with Tears and Labours 
gain ? 2082 

No: but on God with Manly Courage wait, 

Take Comfort in him, nor diſtruſt thy fate ; 

And to his Honour with a chearful Note, 

Thy Self, thy Body, and thy Soul devote : 

[11 pay thee, and thy ſuffering State ſhall be 

A boundleſs Treaſure of immortal Wealth to Thee. 


XXRXVI. 


Be not afraid of them, neither fear their Words; 
tho Briars and Thorns be with Thee, and Thoy 


awell among Scorpions. 


Chriſt. 
O*® Me O let thy Heart ſecurely reſt! 2089 
A guiltleſs Conſcience ina gviltleſs Breaſt, 
The Cenſures of a thonghtleſs World may ſcorn, 
Above their ſpite on Wings of Honour born. 
It's Godlike Great in al] things to be good, 
And yet by Malice falſly underſtood. 
Tho Men are blind, God viſits Innocence, 
And to his own will nobler Joys diſpenſe. 


T he 
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in The Faithleſs World will things at random call, 
_ Nor could an Angel hope to pleaſe them all. 
$2 Great Paul devoted to his Maſter's Name, 


Firſt pleas'd bis God; then All to All became; 2100 
Yet laſh'd by filly Tongues, their Senſe deſpis'd, 
Scorn'd all their Cenſures, & by Heaven advis'd, 

In holy Freedom {till his Conſcience exercis'd. 


He all his Strength, his Zeal, his Wiſdom us'd, 
And ſaving Light thro' gloomy Worlds diffus'd ; 
The real Price of Humane Souls enhanc'd, 

And their InſtruQion and their Health advanc'd : 

f; Yet could not he a fooliſh World reſtrain, 

u Unſcourg'd, unjudg'd, or undeſpis'd remain ; 

But when he found the World to Lies relign'd, 

Noiſy as Seas, and faithleſs as the Wind, - 2111 

Weak and Miſtaken, but aſſuming more 

| Than ſuted with their Wit's exhauſted Store, 

_ With humble Patience to his Maker He | 
Referr®d his Caſe, whoſe piercing Eye could ſee ; 
His ſpotleſs Innocence and Integrity: 

Leſt Scandal yet ſhould fronrhis Silence riſe, 
OrFools ſhould think their laviſh Cenſures wiſe, 
Sometimes He'd check their Follies with ſevere 
Replies. 


O 4 Why 
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Why then houldt thou poor fading Mortals fear, 
Who live to'Day, to Morrow won't appear ? 2121 
Fear God, but live above their Pride and Scorn, 
Whoſe Flouts and Cenſures on themſelves return. 
W ho wound themſelves whenat thyHead they fly, 
And ner can put their Maker% Judgment by. 
Look up to God, but ne'r with Fools contend, 
Tho with their weight, Thou ſeem at firſt to bend, 
Paſl'd with their kniprdence, and all confus'd, 
And undeferv'dly by the Croud abus'd ; 
Fret not, nor with thy own impatient Air, 2130 
The Beauties of thy glorious Crown ithpair. 
Wait thou on God, He'll quickly refcne Thee, 
Set Thee from Wrongs and all Confufions free; 
And as thy Suffering's great, thy Kind Reward ſhall; 
be: . 


XXXNVIL.. 
Cs fling all Jour Care upon him, -S he careth for you, 


Chr. O find Me, O my Son! thy Saf forſake ! 
When from Self fondneſs throughly wean'd, 
| More greatthy Gains will be, 
Grace ful! Poſſeſlion of thy Soul ſhall take, 
When by reſigning Vertueclean'd, 2149 
And from Relapſes free, 


Believer. 


', 


0 
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Behever, 
How far, Lord ! and in what muſt we 
So freely leave our ſelves for Thee ? 


Chriſt. 
My Rules in all both Things and Times obey, 
There's no Reſerve ; but, ſtript of All, 
Thou more beloy'd wilt be. 
Thou of thy Self I'm fure canft ne'r convey 
(While Thee the Flefh bis own can call) 
A Title good to Me. 
The ſooner thon can'ſt lay Dear” Self afide, 2156 
The ſtronger far, the more ſincere 
Thy Thoughts to God ſhall move = 
The ſooner I'll within thy Breaſt reſide, 
| Thy Soul more to thy Maker dear, 
Thy Minutes kinder prove. 
Some to their God by halves themſelves reſign, ' 
And wont on Providence rely, '- 
But for themſelves provide. 
Some give up Al, but tempted, foon decline, 
And to fecure old Property, 2160 
Throw Truth it ſelf afide.- 


T hoſe 


| 
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< — EEEE—E—_—_ AD ce 
RE 


202 The Chriſtian Book III. 
Thoſe who at uncorrupted Freedoms aim, 
And Union and Fruition too 
With Me their Lord aboye, 
Muſt daily and at once themſelves diſclaim, 
The Fleſh with ſerious Hate purſue, 
And ſcorn inferiour Love, 
Oft have I ſaid it, and repeat it now ; 
Give ore thy ſelf, thy ſelf reſign, 
And inward Peace obtain. ; 2179 
Gzve All for All ! No blind Reſerves allow, 
On God with ſteddy Faith recline, 
And God thy Soul ſhall gain. 
No Darkneſs then, no Chains ſhall compaſs thee. 
Sigh then and pray, and ſtrive to get 
That ſelf-re/agning Grace ; 
Then Naked quite, from vain Pretences free, 
Thou ſhalt, above thy Nature ſet, 
A naked Chriſt embrace. 
Die to thy ſelf, and thou ſhalt Iveto Me; 2180 
Vain Troubles then, vain Dreams and Cares 
Away like ſmoke ſhall fly. 
Then no immoderate Fears ſhall torture thee, 
. No ſenſual Loves ſhall ſpread their Snares 
For thee, but ſink and die. 


XXX VIIL 
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Commit thy Works to the Lord, and all thy 
Thoughts ſhall be eſt abliſh'd. 


Chriſt. 
Y Son, be watchful, and thy Self command ; 
No Slave,but Maſter o're the Creature ſtand; 
Let God, no little Mercenary I ool, _ 
No fawning Thing thy Thoughts or ARtons rule. 
An Ifraclite indeed, by Grace made free, 2190 
No preſent Joys but future Hopes can fee, 
Looks but askance on what beneath him lies, 
But with an Eagle's ſharpneſs views the Skies. 
Makes every Creature, as by God deſignd, 
His uſeful Slaves, as that Almighty Mind 
All to Submiſſions firſt to Lordly Man confin'd. 


Judg not of all Events by what appears ; 
Falſe Stories oft abuſe our Eyes and Ears, 
God's Help, like Amram's Son of old, implore, 
He'll guide thee better, and inſtru& Thee more © 
Than all thy little Teachers could before. 2201 
Moſes, in dovbts, ſtraight to his Maker flew, 
The Strength of Prayers that Man wy Wonders 
knew ; 


No 
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No Dangers He, no noiſy Tumvits fear'd, 
While God ſo quickly to his Prayers appear'd. 
Fly Thou roo to Him, and with Vows ſincere 
Approachthy God, and his Advices hear ! 

Then Gibeon Facob's careleſs Tribes abus'd, 


When they to ask his bleſt Advice refus'd, 
And well forg'd Tales believ'd, and forcign 
Dainties us 'd. 2210 


XXXIX, 
Leſt your Hearts be overcharg*d with the Cares 
of this World. 


Chr. Y San, to me commit thy weighty Cares, 


Pil manage,order,bleſs thy great Afﬀeairs, 


Believ. I, Lord, my All ſubmit to Thee ; 
For vain my little Cares would be, 
Should I thro? future Secrets pry, 
And not with. thy reveaPd Advice comply. 


Chr. My Son, Man boetly oft a Toy purſues, 


- But whenHe near at hand theQuarry views,2 218 | 


_— Laughs at his Parchaſe, gives himfelf the Lic,) 
_______ And ftraight at large his random Fancies fly. 
He's wite who can Himſelf in little things deny. 
He's 
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He's moſt a Chriſtian who Himſelf denies, 

He walks at large, and down in Safety lies. 

HelPs Prince indeed no fatal Arts forbears, 

But Day and Night he lays his deadly Snares, 
Longs tor a ſtraggling Soul, a thoughtleſs Prey; 
Watch then, to me with ſtrict Devotions pray, 

PIl guard thy Sleeps by Night, ſecure thy Joys by(. 
Day. 


XL. 
He who glorieth, let him glory in the Logd. 


Believer. 

T ORD what's poor Man, or Man's infe&ted Race, 
So pity'd yet, ſo kindly own'd by Thee? 2230 
How Lord can He deſerve thy Grace ? 

Or how, ſhould I deſerted be, 
Can I murmur or complain, 
If I can't my Prayers obtain ! 

This I'll acknowledg, Nothing Lord am I, 

Can Nothing do ; and Nothing good contain, 

Defective too and uſeleſs lie, 

Till I thy kind Aſſiſtance gain, 

And both looſe and cold muſt be, _ 
Till ioftruced Lord by Thee: 2240 
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Thou art, and art the Same eternally, 
Good, Holy, Juſt, and all thy Actions ſo; 
But backward and unaQtive I, 
And thro a thouſand Changes go ; 
And uncertain Vanity 
Has its Center, Lord, in Me. 
But when thy Helping Hand, ſufficient ſure 
Without Man's Aids, ſupports my trembling Soul, 
My State may mend, my Self endure 
Unchang'd, and reach the glorious Goal ; 2259 
And enjoy Security, 
Truſting, reſting, Lord, in Thee. 
Could I but caſt all IWorldly Comforts by, 
Forc't from without, or for Devotions ſake, 
And to thy ſelf for Sheltcy fly, 
When Man of Me no Care would take, 
I might juſtly hope for Grace, 
And again to fee thy Face. 
Prais'd be my God who grants Me all Succeſs: 
So bleſt, can I vile Nothing ! fondly boaſt? 2260 
[t ſhould my Self-Conceit repreſs, 
To think of Grace or Glory loſt. 
He, who gapes for Praiſe or Pleaſures, 
Loſes Vertue's ſureſt Treaſures. 
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In Thee to glory, to rejoice in Thee, 
[5 real Glory, and ſubſtantial Joy ; 
Prais'd be thy Name, thy Works by Me! 
Thy Lord may all my Hopes imploy ; 
Tho Pm all Infirmity, 
Always all my Foy's in Thee. 2270 
Let Fools ſeek Worldly Praiſe ; I beg but Thine : 
praiſe, Honour, Worldly Greatneſs, when compar'd 
With endleſs Glories, dimly ſhine. 
Bleſt Trinity, my God ! my Guard! 
Glory, Honour, Praiſe to Thee 
Thro Eternal Ages be! 


XLI. 


I receive not Honour from Men. 


Chriſt. 
HO trampled o're when others thrive and riſe, 5 
Fret not, my Son ! but raiſe thy faithful Eyes 
To Me; no worldly Scorns ſhall then thy Heart 
ſurprize. 


Believer. 
I'm Blind, Lord, loſt in Vanity, 2280 
Elſe, O my God, I ſoonſhould ſee, 
No 
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No Creature e're had injur'd Me ; 
Nor could I now complain to Thee: 
Since oft my Sins thy Throne alarm, 
Againſt me all the World ſhould arm : 
Shame and Confoſion's due to Me ; 
But Praiſe and Glory, Lord, to Thee. 
And till I have niy Heart ſubdu'd, 
My hanghty Heart, to bear the rude 
Aſlaulrs of every Creature here, 2290 
And Nothing to my ſelf appear ; 
No inward Peace, no ſacred Light, 
Can me toReſt or Joys invite, 
Orto Eternal God my wandring Soul unite. 


XL. 
Not as the World giveth give Tunto you. 
oo te = by iſt d (ply, 
NE with thy own vain Thoughts, my Son com- 


Nor on a Man for Friendſhip caſt thine Eye 
Unleſs thoul&ſ live involv'd, unſtable Cie. 


If Thouon living, laſting Truth rely, 
Unmourn'd thy Friends may live,unmourm'd may dic, 
Be they Loves Circle, but the Center 1. 2 300 


The 


0 
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The beſt of Men ſhould be belov'd for Ac; 
friendſhip without fe muſt uncertain be ; 
[only bleſs it with Eternity, 


Die, die, my Son! to all AﬀeCtions here ; 
ThowIt then no loneſom Rocks or Deſarts fear : 
Who leaves Earth's Joys, may to his God be near. 


ſearch but thy Boſom firſt, thy ſelf to know ; 
Thou daily ta thy ſelf wilt viler grow, 
And higher tow'rd thy mighty Maker go. 


But He, who Worth within Himſelf can find, 2310 
\uſt to his God's Superiouy Grace be blind ; | 
His Spirit only loves the lowly Mind. 


Wert Thou from Love of Self and Creatures free, 
ily Grace ſhould flow in mighty Streams on Thee : 
But few the 2Yaker thro his Works can fee. 


Subdue thy ſelf for Me ! thou'lt grow more light, 


Thy Mind moretowring, and thy Wiſdom bright ; 
But ſmaaHeſt Toys belov*d retard the noLleſt Flig hr” 


P XLIIK. 
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| XLIHI. 
The Kynedom of God ts not in Word but in Pomer, 
Chriſt. _ 
Eſpiſe fine Words, my Son,and ſmart Replies; 
God's Kingdom not in Words, but Pradice lies, 
My Words clear up the Mind,enflame the Heart, 
Sorrows unfeign'd,, and ſerious Joys impart: 2322 
Read *'um, but not with Critick Art or Wit. 
To mortify thy ſecret Luſts ſubmit : 
Mortification will more uſeful be, 
Than all the ſubtle Quirks of empty Sophiſtry. 


When Thou haſt made vaſt Learnings Circle, all 
Muſt on one little Point, one Center fall. 
I teach Men Knowledg, and a purer Senſe T 
To Babes, than Men can ©re:to Men diſpenſe. 2330 and 
Where Inſtructions ſacred Light diſcloſe, 
The Soul more large, more full the Wiſdom grows, v 
But Wo to Thoſe who Curious Arts:explore, K: 
And ſlightly paſsmy happy Serviceo're ! cmantÞ 
Chriſt, the great Teachers Teacher, whoſe Com- T 
Bright Angels own, will ſoon in Judgment ſtand, | y, 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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Examine all his Followers throvghly ore, 
The Conſcience with impattial Eyes explore ; 
_ Search all his Churches, as with Torches, thro; 
| Expoſe the works of Darkneſs all toview; 2340 
And Men of Learned Tongues with Judgment's 


| weight purſue. 

es; | 

* | 1 aninfant raiſe the Humble Soul, 

. And make it ſtretch to Truth's Eternal Goal ; 


And ina moment more of Senſe to uſe, 

Than Schools can in a Life's long Courſe infuſe. 
No noiſy Words, no Novel Schemes contus'd, 
No titled Pride, no Arguments abus'd 

Are heard with Me; Inobler Thoughts inſpire, 
To ſcorn the World, and from its Joys retire ; 

| To reliſh, and to ſeek Eternity ; 2350 
To bear with Scandals, and from Praiſe to fly ; 


In Me to hope, my Smiles alone Gelire, 
'* F And not to foreign Loves or Worldly Gains aſpire. 


: My Saints, for Love of Me, their Silence broke, 
Knew Wonders, and Myſterious Wonders ſpoke. ' 
If More Knowledg too by Leaving All obtain'd, 

| Than they before by nice DiſtinCtions gain'd. 

| Yet I to ſome but Common things diſcloſe ; 


Toſome my Grace peculiar Notiv:s ſhows. 
( P 7 , In 
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In Signs and Dreams ſome read my Sacred Will: 
Some I with Myſtick Revelations fill. 2361 
Books ſpeak to all alike, but all alike 

Can't on the Point of Holy Learning ſtrike. 


i give their Undertakings juſt Succeſs z 
And, as I judg it beſt, with various Favours bleſs, 


XLIV. 
Neither make thy ſelf over wiſe. 


| Chriſt. 
Y Son, ſometimes a learned Ignorance 
Will more thy Intereſts advance, (yijre, 
Than all that Learning which vain Worlds ad- 
To be quite Crucifi®d to Earth below, 237! 
An Ear quite deaf to Sirens Charms to ſhow, 
More Pleaſures, more Delights will give, 
Than high in Honour's Throne to live, 
Thy Soul with better Thoughts of endleſs Peace inſpire. 
: Turn, O turn thy Eyes away 
From thole Offences brutiſh Fools may lay 
Before thee : Leave them to their vain Concelts: 
He's happier, who from noiſy Jars retreats, 


That 


I only teach them Inward Truths, and I (ſcry: 
Search all their Hearts, and all their Thoughts de. 


Th 


ſe. 
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Than He who hopes, alas in vain ! 2380 
He may a barbarous Age reſtrain. 
Stand well with God : If God but {mile on Thee ; 
Then Fools, of Conqueſts prond, may ſee 
They've only gain'd an Inauſpicions Victory, 


Bleſt God, to what a paſs the World is come ! 
Men mourn for Croſles, 
| And lament their Loſſes 
By Sea, by Land, Abroad, at Home, 
Spend tedions Days and Nrghts, 
And renounce their Lives Delights,2 390 
To geta poor Subliſtence here ; 
But of their Souls they never dream, 
Their Souls / a melancholick trifling Theme ? 
For them they'd not an Angel's Warnings hear: 
They hunt for Shadows, and for Flies, 
And the One neceſſary thing deſpile 3 
Bent all on outward Follies, thoughtleſs all, 
Unleſs a Gracious God their fiying Senſe reca!. 


%LY, 
The Simple believeth every Word. 


Bel, a Human Heaſth and Helps are vain, 
Lord, let me thy Aſſiſtance gain ! 2450 
Of promi®d Aids I oft have fait'd ; 
P 3 Where 
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Where none were promis'd, oft prevaild. 
Men are eſſential Vanity ; 
But all our Health and Hope's in Thee. 
. Bleſt be my Lord, my God, in All 

W hich on his faithful Servants fall. 
But loſt, infirm, unſtable We, 

A Maſs of dull Miſtakes and Mutability ! 
What happy Man ſo wiſely keeps 
His Soul ; He neither nods nor ſleeps; 
Rarely miſtakes, is ne're perplext, 
Nor with Events ſurprizing vext ? 
He, who has fixt his Heart on Thee, 
Alone can from thoſe Rubs be free : 
He when in Sorrow's Chains involv'd, 
By Thee ſhall have his Bonds. diſlolv*d. 
None e're was loſt, or caſt aſide, 
Who on thy kind Supports rely'd : 
Friends may deceive Us; Thou alone 
Art always Faithful, always One. 


) were it ſo but once with Me, 

.\ly Hopes ſecurely built on Thee ! 

:}1y Heart no filly Fears would move, 
And Words of Spite would idle prove. 
Who can all future I!ls foreſee ? 


Or who from ſudden Wounds be free ? 


2410 


2.420 
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I, who to glorying Language yield, 

Am hurt, becauſe withont a Shield. 

Men are but fra:l, alas ! decay'd ; 

Tho by our Flatterers Angels made, 2430 
Whom ſhould 1 credit, Lord, but Thee, 

Thou great Eternal Verity ? 

But Men are Liars, changing, weak, 

And vainlyat, and vainly ſpeak, 

Falſly with neareſt Neighbours dca], (conceal. 


And with their Oily Words their venonrd Hearts 


That I ſhould of Mankind beware, 

And of the Adverſary's Snare, 

And thoſe who cry, Lo here! Lo there, 

Thou oft haſt made thy Servant hear. 2440 
My Duty now I dearly know, | 
O may l better, wiſer grow, 

Watch o're my Words, and ner confide 
Another ſhould my Follies hide ! 

Leſt, when I think Fm fate, betray'd, 

I ſhould a common Feſt be made. 

O grant me thy Protection, Lord, 

From treacherous Brutes and Hands abhorr'd ! 
From Me deceitful Words remorh,® 2450 
My Lips with honeſt Truth improve ; 


P 4 | It's 
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It's Truth I would in others find, 
O mayn't I be my Self to Zies inclin'd ! 


From Tatling and Credulity, 

Anq1 Words which out unguarded fly, 

He'll keep Himſelf, who'd Peace purſue, 

And He'll reveal Himſelf to few. 

To Thee, great Lord of Hearts, he flies, 

No windy Words his Soul ſurprize, 

put ia his Thoughts and all his Deeds, 2469 

He by thy ſacred Will proceeds. 

Tat I may keep thy Grace Divine, 

{ ſhar't for fond Applauſe deſign, 

Nor vulgar Air ; but carefully | 
My Soul to Life reform'd, and purer Zeal apply. 


Man, bloated up with empty Praiſe, 

May like a ſlimy Meteor blaze, 

But ſoon as ſhooting Stars appear, 

And fall from his exalted Sphere. 

But who 1n private ſpends his Days, 24.70 

Not gaining but deſerving Praiſe, | 
He thro* his Chriſtian Courſe walks all in peace- 

tubWays, 


XL.VI. 
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Book 1Il. Pattern paraphrasd. 217 


XLVI. 


Eſleeming the Reproaches of Chriſt greater Riches 
than the Treaſures of Egypt. 


Chriſt. 
N Me, 4y Son, fix all thy Pains and Care, 


For empty Words are only empty Air. 
If Conſcience ſting, to mend thy Life prepare 3 
If not, think what thou for thy God could'ſt bear: 
Frighted with Words, canſt thou contend with 
Blows ? 
Thy /ſclfi/h Thoughts thy beſt Reſolves oppoſe. 
Scar'd with Reproach, Fig-leaves thy Guilt would 
uſe, 2479 
And with a trifling Plea thy Coward Heart excuſe. 


Look thro' thy Boſom then! O ſearch it well ! 
Cloſe there the World and vain Aﬀections dwell ; 
Loth to be humbled, or to bluſh for Sin, (in. 
Thou ſhow'ſt that World ſtill lives and reigns with- 
Hear Me ! thow'lt all inferiour Scandal ſlight, 
Tho Malice ſhould her utmoſt Force excite. 
How ſhould they hurt thee, Son ? deſpiſe them all! 
They from thyHead can't make one ſingle Hair to fall. 


God's 


— 
| —_— — dn 
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God's Fear and Wiſdom ſcorns the World's Di. 
And ſober Faith will common Fears cfface. (grace, 
[. the great Judg, Mens common Practice know, 
Who bears the Injury,& who gives the Blow. 2495 
| all the Thoughts of gloomy Hearts reveal, 

Yet from themſelves the ſecret Teſt conceal, 


While to my Sentence Guilt and Innocence appeal, 


Mens Judgments fail, but mine unchang'd remain, 
Obſcure to Fools, to Men of Wiſdom plain. 

To Mine then, not thy Own Deciſzons ſtand, 

The Juſt nnmov'd may Fate's laſt Force command, 
Unvex*d with Malice, and unſhock'd with Lies; 
Not Pride but Reaſon is his Exerciſe, - 249g 
He knows1I ſearch the Heart, and try the Reins, 
No falſe Appearance ere my Doom reſtrains : 
What Fools as Charity and Vertue prize, 

Caſts but an ugly Shade in my ſeverer Eyes. 


Bel. Juſt Mighty Judg ! Dear patient Lord, 
To me thy Faith and Strength afford ; 
Thou knowſt our frail Corruptions all, 
How ſhort my Senſe and Wiſdom fall ; 
Thou knowſt what*s to my Self unknown, 
| then ſhould thy Chaſtiſements own, 
Mercy 
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Mercy to Me, O Mercy ſhow, - 2510 

And Pardon and thy Grace beſtow ! 

Thy Mercy's more indulgent far 

Than all our vain Excuſes are. 

Tho not ſelf-conſcious, I ſhould be 

Unfit to plead my Cauſe with Thee 

Without that Mercy, 1 and All (fall. 
Bencath the weighty Strokes of diſmal Vengeance 


XLVII. 


For whea He is tried, He ſhall receive the Crows 


of Life, 


Chriſt. 
ET not, my Son, thoſe Sufferings born for Me, 
Thoſe Sorrows thy tyrannic Conquerors be, 
But let my Promiſe ſtrengthen, comfort Thee, 2520 


[ can beyond the largeſt Thoughts repay ; 
Sorrows continue but for one ſhort Day; 
Wait humbly, and they fly on Wings away. 


The Time ſhall come when all that Pain and Noitc 
Shall ceaſe, which now thy inward Peace deſtroys ; 
That's ſhort which only Time's ſhort Bounds employs. 


Up ! 


_— 


Ytp! riſe to' work | with earneſt Foils regard 

My Vineyard ! then Fl be thy great Reward ; 

Write, Read, Sigh, Sing, Pray, Ceaſe, thy Paflions 
| (guard ! 

Such Exerciſe with Manly Courage bear ! ' 2530 

That glorious Crown which thou at laſt ſhalt wear, 

More Dangers may, and ſharper Toils, endear. 


z ice, I ſee the bleſt approaching Day ? 
No Night ſhall its Eternal Beams allay, 
Fat thee to Reſt and endleſs Peace convey. 


FV/bo'll from this Load of Death deliver Me ! 
How long ſhall I a mournful Pilgrim be ! 
Such Cries ſhall never more be heard from thee: 


Death then ſhall yield, and Life for ever laſt, 
Fhy cheerful Days no Sorrew's Wormwood taſte, 
With ſweet Society and Splendor grac'd. 2543 


© couldſt Thou ſee the Saints immortal Crown ! 


The Saints, whom ſenſleſs Worlds of old bore down, 
Their preſent Honours, and their vaſt Renown, 


Thouv'dff 
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Thowdlſt ſoon be humble; ſcorn the Joys beneath , 
For god's dear fake embrace approaching Death, 
And,tho by Men deſpisd, Celeſtial Honours breathe, 


Knew'ſt [Thou but This, could this thy Heart poſſeſs, 
Thou'dſt ner complain, but think thy Sufferings leſs, 
Compar'd with thy ſuperiour Happineſs. 2550 


Heav'n gain'd or loft, is of a vaſt Concern ; 
Look up then ! thro? the Clouds thy Lot diſcern ! 
Mine and my Saints advancing Glories learn. 


We, whoendur'd ſo many Wounds of old, 
Peace now and Joys in full Poſſeſſion hold, 
in my Eternal Father's Royal Liſts cnrolPd. 


XL.VIIL. 


For the Things which are ſeen are Temporal, ana 
the Things which are aot ſeen are Eteral. 


Behever, 
Salem, with Immortal Glories light ! 
O Day for ever ever bright! 
Free from Clonds, and free from Night ! 


Where 
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Where Truth's the Sun, and ſheds his gladſom Rays, 
Where he diffufes cheerful Days, 2561 
And the ſame unchanging ſtays; 
Sink wretched World ! O Day Eternal ſhine, 
That Saints may bask in Beams Divine ! 
And may their bleſt Lot be Mine. 
Thoſe Days the Saints at Reft with gladneſs know ; 
We find theſe bitter here below, | 
Full of Miſchief, full of Wo. 
Wer here defil'd with Sins, with Luſts enſnar*d, 
With Bugbear-Dreams and Terrors har'd, 2570 
And with endleſs Dangers ſcar'd. 
Wild with too curious Thoughts, and Fancies vain, 
Oppreſt with Errors weighty Chain, 
 Rack'd with Wants, and torn with Paiq, 
Or broke with ſoft delights,& all theTempter*s train, 


When ſhall theſe Ills be paſt ? my Soul be free 
From Sins extream Servility, 
So to think, Dear Lord, on Thee ? 
When ſhall I bathe in Joys immortal Springs ? 
And free from wretched Worldly Things, 2580 
Mount on Freedom's airy Wings ? | 
When ſhall my Peace be ſolid, full, ſecure, 
And firm on every ſide endure, 
And my Saviour's Smiles procure ? 


When, 


Hc 
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When, Lord, ſhall I thy Kingdom's Glories fee ? 
And make Thee all in all to Me, 
And for ever reign with Thee ? 
Now I a poor, a baniſh'd Wretch appear, 
And now a thouſand Sorrows bear, 
While by Foes ſurrounded. here. 2599 
Ah to an Exile, Lord, ſome Comfort give ! 
From Woes my wretched Heart retrieve ! 
For in Thee my Wiſhes live. 


Ffarth*s Comforts are uneaſy, Weights to Me, 
I long, Dear Lord, I pant for T hee, 
Ah how ineffeQually. 
Dull Earth, wild Paſſions check my Towring Soul, 
When I'd the lower World controul, 
Luſt, alas! ſubdues Me whole. 
Thus Civil Wars diſtract my tortur*d Breaſt, 2600 
My Mind, by Rebel Luits oppreſt, 
Loſes all its private Reſt. 
How great's my Torment while my Mind aſpires 
To Heavn, but Carnal baſe Deſires 
Quench the ſacred riſing Fires ! 
Odon't in Wrath thy wretched Servant view ! 
But with thy pointed Shafts purſue, 
And my ſtruggling Luits ſubdue ! 


Give 


gen 
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Give Me but Wiſdom, I'll the World deny, Bl 
And thoſe Ideas vain which fly 2619 
In my crazy Brain defy. 
Save Me, O endleſs Truth, from Vanity ; Ca 
O come, ſweet Jeſus, come to Me ! | 
All my Luſts will fly from Thee. No 


Pardon, O pardon, Lord, my wandring Mind, 
Which, when for earneſt Prayers deſign'd, 
Can ſuch fooliſh ObjeRs find ! Ih 
Tlove the World too well ; and Thoughts will fly 
Where e're the vain Aﬀections lie ; 
And the Tempter's always nigh. 262: 
Oft with my Lips I pray, when, Lord, my Heart 
Will from that holy Duty ſtarr, 
And from Thee, my God, depart. 


__—...4 


Truth ſpoke the Word, The Treaſure holds the Mind, 
The Good are all to Heaven inclin'd, 
But I with worldly Glory blind. 
L love the Fleſh, and fleſhly Things purſue, 
But could the Spirit the Fleſh ſubdue, 
To my God l ſhould be true: 
Of what I love 1 love to talk and bear, 2633 
And home the fair Ideas bear, 
And eſteem them always dear. 
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Bleſt, Lord, is He who leaves the World for Thee, . 
And by a perfe& Victory, 
Lives from Nature's Furies free. 
Calm 1s his Conſcience, and his Prayers are pure, 


| And He's of Angels Bliſs ſecure, (dure: 
Nor can the Thoughts again of worthleſs Earth eg» 
XLIX, E 


I have fought a good Fight—henceforth there res 
mains for me a Crown of Righteouſneſs. 


| Chriſt. 
Y Son, 
Since from above tu feel'ſt a ſacred Flame; 
(For from above thoſe holy Ardours came) 2640 
Long'ſt tobe gone, and with a cloudleſs Eye 
To ſee my Face, and graſp Eternity, 
Enlarge thy Heart, and with a vaſt Deſire 
Blow up thy Wiſhes, and advance thy Fire z 
Thank,thank thy God,whoſe kind indulgent Loye, 
To vilit Thee, ſtoops from thoſe Realms above, 
Enflames thy Soul, and with a powerful Hand 
Supports thy Heart, and makes thee firmly ſtand. 
This neither from thy Thought,nor Labour flows 
But wondrous Grace the wondrous Roon beſtows, 
| 26509 
Q To 
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To make thy Valour ſhine more dreadful bright, 
To humble Thee before the Ghoſtly Fight, 
And Thee to Godlike Loves and holy Works excite, 


The Fire may burn, but Smoke attends the Flame; 
And holy Souls whoſe inward: Fervours aim 

At heavenly Blifs,. yet never hope to be 

From fleſhly Luſts or dark Temptations free. 


- -They love their God, but, with ſevere Allays, | 


Nor can thy Fire without incumbrance blaze : 
Fleſh has its own Convenience firſt in view, 2660 
And caw't with perfe& Love Eternal Joys purſue, 


Ask not abundance, nor Delights for Thee, 

| But what accepted with thy God may be. 

Think well! Thowlt find my Orders wiſer far 
Than all thy Wiſhes or Attainments are. 

I know thy Wiſhes, and have heard thy Groans, 
Thou long'ſt for Palaces and glittering Thrones 
Shining with endleſs Joys, and fix'd on high, 
Where God's bleſt Sons enjoy their Liberty. 
But ſtay a while ! To Day's a time for Fight, 2679 
For Pains and Trials; thou wouldlſt glut thy ſight 
With boundleſs Good, but muſt thy Heats rebate, 
I only AM; for my approaching Kingdom wait. 


Thou 
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Thou muſt be longer exercisd and triad, 
Have Comforts here, but not be ſatisfi'd : 
Take Courage then ; be ſtrong to do, to bear, 
A Man quite new, a Man quite chang'd appear; 
Renounce thy Will, and oft againſt it move; 
Not Thine but other Mens Deſigns improve : 
They ſhall be heard when all thy Prayers are loſt, 
They ſhall but ask and have, thy Words and Hopes 


be croft. 2681 


They ſhall be talk'd of, Thou in Silence die z 
They truſted, uſeleſs Thou and ſighted he. 
Nature will flinch at thts ; but bravely born, 
Victorious Silence will thy Life adorn. 

God's Servant Thus, Thus muſt his Son be taught; 
Thus to deny and rule Himſelf be brought, 

It's to be mortifi'd indeed to ſee 

And ſuffer what's ſo hard, my Son, to Thee ; 

And, tho ſubjected to a Power Divine, 2690+? 
It's hard rebellious Nature to confine, 6 


T Andthe reſiſting Will toGod's Commands relign. -, 


Weigh then, my Son, the Fruits of all thy Pains, 
Their ſwift Concluſion, and their mighty Gains. 


cnch 
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Such Meditations will no Wounds procure, 
But raiſe thy Courage, and thy Heart obdure, 
Thy Will, here quitted, ſhall be gain*d above, 


There thow'lt obtain thy Wiſhes and thy Love. T 
Good thou ſhalt have, and never fear to loſe, 2699 
Thy Will, as Mine, no private Intereſt chuſe, | ,, 


None ſhall reſiſt Thee there, nor ſtop thy Way, 
But to thy utmoſt Hopes thy Soul convey. 
Pl give thee Honours for Diſgraces palt, 

. For Sorrows Praiſes, and a Throne to laſt, 
Tho when on Earth beneath the meaneſt caſt. 
Thvs ſhall the Fruits of juſt Obedience ſhine, 

And humbleſt Penitents obtain Rewards Divine, 


O then to human juy/# Commands ſubmit, 
Beneath their Laws with humble Patience ſit, 
Thy King's, thy Friends, thy Parents, Paſtor's Wil 
Take well, and with ſincere Addreſs fulfil. 2711 
[ct Brutes in various ways their Thoughts engage 
Enjoy the Praiſes of a flattering Age, 
Brag of a thouſand Honours, ſpread their Fames, 
And to the Stars exalt their lofty Names: 
Boaſt net of ſuch Atchievements, but when Grac 
Makes Self to God reſign its darling place 3 
Come Lite,come Death,let Love thyHeart enfiam, 
And in new Hymns of Praiſe thy gracious Lord pre 
claim, If 
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Turn Thee unto Me, and have Mercy on Me, for 


I am deſolate and afflited. 


3:J. Þ & Y God, dear holy Father ! may 2720 


My Soul Eternal Bleſlings pay 
To Thee, whoſe juſt Reſolyes have ſtood, 
Whoſe Deeds are always kind and good. 
Let Me, bleſt Lord, rejoice in Thee, 
But not in other cn nor Me, 
Thou, Lord, canſt all my Hopes employ, 
My Crown, my Glory, and my Joy. 
Ah, to what canlI pretend, 
But what God himſelf muſt ſend ! 
All is thine, from thee it flow'd; 2730 
But my Age is, Lord, beſtow'd 
All in Sorrows, all in Tears, 
All in tedious Doubts and Fears, 
While the Tyrant Luſt appears. 
\ 
Lord, give thy Childrens Peace to Me, 
Who feed in Comforts light with Thee ! 
Thy Peace, thy heavenly Gifts infuſe, 


And I'll thy Holy Gifts produce, 


And all to ſing thy Praiſes uſe. 


' 
Q. 3 Bit, ſ; 
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But ſhouldſt Thou, dear Lord, withdraw, 
I ſhould ſoon forget thy Law : 2741 
Such a Change would make me droop, 
Make me tremble, make me ſtoop z 

Not as when I felt the Streams 

Of thy Mercies lively Beams, 

And beneath thy Wings could be 

From deſign'd Temptations free. 


The Time, O righteous Father's, now 
Which muſt thy faithful Servant prove, 
This happy Moment, Lord, will ſhow 275: 
My ſuffering, patient, laſting Love. 
That Time, Dear Father ! known of old 
To Thee, has laid its hands on Me, 
When outward Woes my Life ſhould hold. 
But {till my Heart ſhould live to Thee. 
], tho groſly ſlighted here, 
| the weight of Paſſions bear, 
Yet from thence ſhould quickly riſe, 
And above the lofty Skies 
Bask in thy refulgent Eyes. 2760 
Thus thy Word of old ordains it. 
Thus my preſent State explains it. 


Lord, 
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Lord, it's a Friendly Teſt of Love 

When I repeated Sorrows prove ; 

From thy All-guiding Providence 

The great Events on Earth commence. 

I for my Good thy Scourge have known, 

Now better, wiſer, humbler grown, 
Tho Confuſion hides my Face 
] implore thy ſaving Grace, 25770 
And thy Judgments deeps admire, 
While the Good and Bad expire ; 
Since thy prudent Orders ſhew 
Equity and Mercy too, 


7, Lord, thy glorious Name adore, 
Tho compaſs'd round with mighty Foes, 
Since I thy heavy Laſhes bore, 
And inward Pangs and outward Woes. 
Great Phyſician, Lord, of Souls, 
Thou whoſe Hand our Hearts controuls, 
None above and none below 2781 
Can ſuch Wounds and Balms beſtow. 
Thou to Hell canſt caſt me down, 
Thou my Life with Health canſt crown ; 
All the Sufferings laid on Me, 
All my Comforts flow from Thee. 


Q 4 In 


232 The (hriſtian Book III, | Bc 


In thy bleſt Hands, Dear Father, I 
Beneath thy Rod's Correction lie ; 
Laſh, cut me deep! that I may be 
In all ſubmiſſive, Lord, to Thee; 2790 
Make me Obedient, Humble, Meck, 
That I thy Will alone may ſeek. 
Ay Self I yield, my All to Thee, 
Here, not hereafter, puniſh Me ! 
Thou knowſt my Conſcience thronghly, Lord, 
Each brooding Thought, each winged Word. 
Paſt, Preſent, Future Matters lie 
At once before thy piercing Eye. 
Thou my Intereſt only knowſt, 
What to purge my Ruſt it coſt. 2809 
Let me, Lord, thy Subject be; 
Work thy Pleaſure, Lord, on Me! 
Ner deſpiſe Me, ne'r negle& Me, 
Nor for Nature's Taint reje& me ; 
| > I thy Juriſdition own, 
| I to Thee am thraughly known. 


Lord, teach Me what I ought to know, 
And Love to lovely things to ſhow, 


Ty 
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To praiſe what only pleaſes Thee, 
True Worth in what thou loveſt to ſee, 2810 


While what Thou hat'ſt grows vile to:Me. - 


Let me never judg by ſight, 
Nor inempty Tales delight ; 

' Wiſdom's Methods let me learn, 
And ſuperiour Things diſcern 
From thoſe little Toys below, 
And thy Laws exactly know. 


Mens'Senſes oft in Judgment fail, 
And Toys on Earthy Minds prevail, 
Who only graſp at what they ſee, 2820 
And ſcorn Inviſibility ; | 
Who, tho the Rabble lift them high, 
May ſtill in common Ordure lie. 
For when Cheats the Cheaters praiſe, 
When the Vain their Fellows raiſe, 
When the Blind conducts the Blind, 
When the Weak'sa Guide deſign'd, 
All's Deceit from firſt to laſt, 
All their Praiſe an empty Blaſt: 
For a Man's repute ſhould be 2830 
Only as He's priz'd by Thee. 


LI, 
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IL 
Who hath deſpisd the Day of ſmall things ? 


Chriſt, 
Y Son, (ſhine, 
Tho now thy inward Flames ſupreamly 
Thy Prayers are Raptures,and thy Flights Divine; 
Yet Nature's Weakneſs oft will Zure thee down, 
And Life's rough Cares thy ſoaring Fancies drown; 
The Heart ſtill of its mortal Load complains, 
And needs muſt groan beneath its ſlaviſh Chains, 
Since cramp'd ſo oft when it attempts the Skies, 
And would to heavenly things,and lofty Subjects riſe. 


With humble Thoughts then Holy Works purſue, 
Till coming I thy ſmother'd Flames renew, 284: 
With heavenly Dews refreſh the drowthy Plains, 
Bleſs thee with Peace,& break thy weighty Chains. 
ThyHeart enlarg'd thro Scripture-Vails ſhall rove, 
And Thou to run my holy Ways ſhall love : 
Till ſure, what e're thy preſent Sufferings are, 
They cawt with heavenly Bliſs, and future Crowns 
compare. 


LIL 


\ 2.1 


FI 


by . *.| 


—_ 


Book Ill. Pattern paraphras'd. 235 


LIT. 
[ have born Chaſtiſement, I will zot offend 


any more. 


Believer. 
| ns Pm caworcdy of thy Comforts & thy Love, 
And thou mayſt juſtly from my wreched Heart 
remove ; 
Vaſt Seas of flowing Tears could never make me 
pure, 2850 
Mygreat,my crying Sins might all thyPlagues endure; 
But boundleſs Goodneſs, Lord, and Mercy lives 
with Thee, 
And thy ſupporting Hand thy fading Creatures ſee. 
Thou mak'ſt my drooping Soul thy wondrous Com- 
forts know, (low. 
And find how far they paſs our weak —_— be- 


What can do, my God, to gain thy heavenly rides 
So flow to Penitence, ſo ſwift in Satan's Race ? (vey 
I nothing, Lord, can plead, if thou my Crimes ſur. 
But Hell and helliſh Flames muſt all my Guilt repay. 
I know I merit, Lord, thy utmoſt Hate & Scorn, 2860 
Nor can my Name among thy Holy Saints be horn. 


Harſh 
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Harſh tho the Reckoning prove, I muſt the Teſt en- 


dure, (procure, 
If Pd thy Mercies Springs, thy Comforts Streams 


What ſhall I ſay when at thy dreadful Bar accus'd ? 
V/ hat can a Sinner plead,with inward Guilt confus'd? 
Pre finn'd great God, Pve ſinn'd ; O Mercy, Y 


ſhow ! 
O let my Eyes a while with unfeign'd Waters flow, 
E're I to Death's black Shades, the Lands of Darkneſs \ 


o! 
A contrite humble Heart thy Bar for Sin demands, 


In true Repentance all our hope of Pardon ſtands, 

That ſtills thoſe rugged Storms which ore the Con- 
ſcience roll, 2871 

Our dying Gifts repairs, & ſhields the trembling Soul 

From Judgiment's dreadful Flames, till delvg'd round 
with Sweets, 

The Sonl its ſiniling God in Love's Embraces meets, 


A contrite Heart to Thee's a nobler Sacrifice (riſe, 
Than all thoſe Odours which from fuming Incenſe 
Sweet as thoſe fragrant Oils which waſh'd thy ſacred 
Feet, 2878 
And as it's humble muſt thy conſtant Favours meet, 
Thy Arms a Refuge ſure from Helliſh Rage appear, 


And our Pollutions all thy flowing Mercies Lt 
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LIIL. 


Love not the World, neither the Things of 
the World, 


Chriſt. 
M*' Smiles are pure, my Son, unmix'd with thoſe 
Poor Comforts which inferiour Things diſ- 
cloſe 

Wouldſt thon obtain them? Caſt thy Cloes aſide. 
Thy Self within thy private Chambers hic 
There with thy God, not Men, Diſcourſes hoid, 
Thy Mind and Conſcience there with Sighs.unfald. 
Laugh at the World ; that ſweet Receſs prefer 
Before a King's invidious Character. 
For Mine and worldly Loves thou ner canſt find 
A Time of leiſure, oran eaſy Mind. 2890 
From fondeſt Friends, and Earth's Incumbrance 
There thou mayſt dedicate thy ſelf to Me, (free, 
And like a Stranger and a Pilgrim move 

Thro? waſtful Deſarts here to Canaar's Reſt above. 


With what ſtrangeJoys that happy Man may die, 
Whoſe Thoughts diſcharg'd from Earth's En- 

gagements lie, 
Words can't expreſs, nor curious Arts deſcry. 
' The 
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The real Saint the World's Concerns will leave, 
And chiefly fears Self ſhould Himſelf deceive. 
Subdue thy Self, thowlt ſoon the World ſubdue, 
That Conqueſt only i iS a Conqueſt true. 2901 


Then with his Reaſon to his Lord ſubſides, 
Oe Earth,& o're himſelfa King criumphant! rides, 


He who his ſenſual part by Reaſon guides, ; 


Wouldſt thou reach this ? Then, like a Man begin, 
_ And lay the Ax cloſe to the Roots of Sin. 
He down Self-love, and every Thought inclin'd 
. "50 ulgar Bliſſes, or the Creature-kind, 
Seif-love alone the Little World confounds, 2909 
2t maſter'd, Peace the quiet Heart ſurrounds. 
How few compleatly to themſelves can die ? 7 
Their Bird-lim'd Wings no gallant Heights can | 
But here in common Cares entangled lie, Cy, 
But thoſe who would at large converſe with Me, 
 Muſt-from deprav'd unruly Paſſions be, 
And from their darling ſelves and Creature-Com- 
forts free. 


wo 


- 
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ENS Iv 
The natural Man receiveth not the things of the 
= ' Spirit of God, 


Fee Chriſt. 
FY Son! : | 
Nature and Grace in all their Steps attend, 
Soft is their Motion, and oppos'd their End ; 
Only by men of inward Light perceiv'd : 
Moſt aim at Good, but are, alas deceiv'd. 2926 
Sly Nature has a thouſand Arts and Snares, | 
And only for its own Delights prepares. 
Grace 1s ſincere, and all that's ill declines, (gpng: 
Cheats none; but all for God and Godlike Works de- 


Death, Sufferings, and SubjeRtion Nature hates, 
Grace ſtruggling Luſt with holy Art rebates 3 
Fain would be humble, and would fain obey, 

And not at large in fleſhly Deſarts ſtray ; 

Love's Diſcipline, and on its Good would reſt, 
And for his ſake it ſelf of Self diveſt. 2930 
Nature for Pleaſure ſeeks, and ſeeks for Gain; 
Grace only would the Publick Good maintain. 


Nature 


__ 
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Nature ſeeks Honour with exalted Eyes, 
While Grace 1 its Honoffrs due to God alone applies. 


Nature Confuſion and tes fears, 

Grace Shame, with Pleaſure, for its Saviour bears, 
Nature loves Slothfulneſs and lazy Reſt ; 

Grace thinks it ſelf in conſtant Labours bleſt. 

' Nature muſt have the Gay, the Brisk, the Fair, 
And will againſt the Poor, the Mean declare; 2940 
But Grace in hogeſt hunſble Things delights, 

. - And neither M nowhomely Garments lights. 
Nature loves preſent Things, and lawleſs Gains, 
And of the ſmalleſt Loſs or Wrong complains. 

_ Grace loyes eternal things; a Loſs can bear, 
And for a Scandal ſcorns to ſpend a Tear ; 
Has fix*d its Treaſures high above the Skies, 
And thither nobly raigd, with eager ſwiftne( flies, 


Sharp Nature graſps at All, ne'r gives but takes, 
And Private Intereſt its Idol makes. 2959 
Grace kind and free, no private Intereſt makes, 

 Andpleagd with little, rather gives than takes. 

| Nature at little Creature-Comfort flies, 
Loves Wandrings, inborn Luſts, and Vanities. 
Grace draws to God and Good, the World abjures, 
The Bluſh for roving innate Luſts endures, 
Nature 


| Wh 
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Nature for outward ſenſual Joys enquires, 
Grace Comfort only from its Lord deſires, 
And tow'rds a God unſeen, - unſeen Delights 
aſpires. . - 


Nature walks all in profitable ways; 2967 
Gives, as it Fancies, either Votes or Praiſc, 
But all its Merits with exactneſs weighs. 


Grace at.its God, its ſole Rewarder, aims, 
Nor more of temporary Pleaſure claims, (F1ames. 
Than what may ſerve to feed pure Loves eternal 


Nature, of Friends and great Relations proud, 
Proclaims its Honours and its Birth aloud, (qgy/q, 
And fawns on. Greatneſs when with Wealth en- 


Grace ſeeks no worldly Friends, but loves its Foes, 
No worth in Place or Birth, but Yertue knows, 2979 
And with poor faithful Innocence will cloſe. 


The Rich, the Mighty, the Deceitful Slights, 
The Good to Godlike Excellence excites 
Nature with Want finks down, no Want pure Grace 
afrights. | 


R Narture 
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Nature zt ſelf regards, it ſelf defends : 

Grace, by good ways, to Ged its Source aſcends: 
Proudly on no mberent Good preſumes, 

Nor high above the wiſer World aſſumes. 

But all its-vigorous apprehenſive Wit 

Will to-its God and Wiſdom's Feſt ſubmit. 295; 
N2ture would Secrets know, and News would hear, 
And much in-ſtrange Experiments appear 3 
Loves Admiration much,. and gapes for Praiſe. 
Grace feeksino- Novelties, nor curions W ays; 
Grace knows the World corrupt & poor remains, 
No new, no real laſting Good contains. 

Grace ſhows us how we may our Luſfts reſtrain, 
Vain Compliments and pompous Words diſCain; 
True inward Worth conceais/with humble Eyes, 
And ro God's Honour all its Means applies; 299: 
Would have that God, and not it ſelf be praisd, 

Whoſe Goodneſs all its Force from leſs than nothing 
rals'd, on 


Grace isa Beam of God's ſuperiour Light, 
Bright Emanation from a Fountain bright, 
EleGion's Seal, Pledg of Eternal Reſt, 

Parent of heavenly Loves which warm the Breaſt. 


And 


i, wat; 


And when it hen it Rebel-Nature's Force ſubdues, 
God yet will more and greater Grace infuſe, 
Till in the Man within his ſicred Form renews. 


LV. 
Te were by A Natare the Children of Wrath : 
Bar by Grace ye are ſaved. 


3d. APHOU haſt, Dear God, created Me 
Thy Image and thy Son to be 
Send Me, O ſend Me needful Grace, 
And Il thy faving Health embrace ! 
Then PII Nature's Force ſubdue, 
W hich would Sin and Death purſue, 
I find a carnal Law within 
Which leads my Captive Soul to Sin, $009 
Againſt my better Thoughts rebels; | 
Till Grace the ſtruggling Fury quells, 


And the bright ſpreading Flame my inward 


Gloom &iſpels. . 


I want. thy Grace, thy wondrous Grace, 
To check malignant Nature's Race. 
Nature in Adam faild of old, 
From thence the dire Infection roll'd : 


. R 2 And 
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Ak. 


And what was Perfect once and Pure, 
Muſt now Corruption's Chains endure. = 
Nature, to its ſelf reſign'd, 3010 
Is to all that's 1 inclivd ; 
And, with nobleſt Qualities, 
Like a Spark in Aſhes lies. 
This 1s0ur boaſted Senſe, around 
Envelop'd with a Gloom profound - 
Knows Good, and Ill, and Falſe, and True, 
But can't its wiſer T houghts purſue, 
Since of Light from Faith deriv'd, 
And of ſoundeſt Loves depriv?d. 


Hence, Lord, thy Laws my Soul delight, 3020 
Thy Precepts, Holy, Juſt and Right. 
Teach Me from every Sin to fly, 
But, ah! my Body laviſhly 
To Sin's, not Reaſows Rules, ſubmits ; 
And when ere in wiſer Fits ; 
I ſome nobler End propoſe, 
Wayward Nature backward goes; 
All my Thoughts abortive prove, 
And 1I loſe my Heart and Love. 
Hence I Perftection's Way can ſee, 3930 
And what my Works and End ſhould be; 
Eut, by Corruption's weight oppreſt, 
Still in common Weakneſs reſt. Th 
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To Good inclin'd, for Grace I call 

To Try, to Hold, to Finiſh All. 

I All, when that aſſiſts, .can do, 

Without it nothing Good purſue, 

Dear heavenly Gift! God's welcome Smile ! 
Without which Nature's Gifts are vile ; 


Art, Wealth, Strength, Beauty, Language, Senſe, 


J 
From Grace alone their Worth commence. 3241 


Good and Bad partake of thoſe. 

Love from Grace abundant flows, 

Both the Saint's bright, Crown compoſe, 
Both the Paths of Life diſcloſe ; 
Love the greateſt Grace excels, 
Prophecies and Miracles, 

Knowledg, Faith and Hope may fail, 


But holy Love will in a future World prevail. 


Bleſt Heavenly Grace ! which canft the Pgor 

In Mind, with Godlike Vertues ſtore, 3251 
Canſt humble both the Rick and Great: 

O come ! in Me O take thy Sear ! 

My Breaſt with Heavenly Comforts $1], 

And in thy Soul thy Sweets diſtal ? 
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Should Nature's Gifts defe&tive be, | 
Thy Grace would prove enough for Me. 
Poſleſt by Grace, I ſcorn to fear 
The Tempter's Arts, or Sufferings here. 3069 
In Grace my Courage, Lord, is laid, 
That gives Me Comfort, ſends Me Aid, 
Quells my trembling Enemies, | 
And out-wits the worldly Wiſe. 
Truth's Miſtreſs, Queen of Diſcipline! 
Solace of Mourners! Beam Divine ! 
Bold Conqueror of Doubts and Fears, 
Devotion's Nurſe ! Parent of Tears! 
Meer rotten Wood or Stubble, 1 


O grant me Favour, Lord, with Thee ! "i q 


Without it worthleſs, uſeleſs lie. _- an | 


Lord, by thy preventing Grace 

Guide my Sublunary Race 
For Jeſus ſake my Soul embrace, _ 
Tilll in holy Works my whole Enjoyment place ! 


LVI. 
This is the Way, walk is it. 


Chriſt. 
O far, my Son, as Thou thy ſelf canſt leave, 


So far may I thy pious Vows receive. 
hy | =: $5 Leave 


Ar. - 
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Leave all without, and inward Peace ſecure ; 
Leave Self within, and of thy God be ſure. 
With perfect Self-denial yield to Me, 
from baſe ReluQtance, and from Murmurs free. 308 
Lo! I the Life, the Truth, the certain Way, 
Come follow Me, and my Commands obey. 
Without the Way thou canſt not go, d. 
Without the Truth canſt nothing know, < 
Nor live without the Life below. 4 
[am that Way which thou ſhouldſt ſtill purſue, 5 
lam that Truth to which Submiſſion's due, c 
[ am that Life which muſt thy Life renew. '» 
I am that ſafeſt Way which leads thee right, 
Truth undeceiving, Truth ſupreamly bright, 3090 
Pure, bleſt, unmade, Eternal Zife and Light. | 
Walk but in 22c, and thou the Truth ſhalt know, 
And, from Encumbrance free, to Life smmortal go. 


Keep my Commands, if thou wouldſt Lzfe obtain ; 
Believe Me, it thou real Truth wouldſt gain, 

Put All things off, if Thou wouldſt perfedt be ; 
Deny thy Scif, if thou wouldſt follow 4: - 

For endleſs Bliſs thy preſent Life deſpiſe, 

Be lowly here, if thou'dſt to Glory riſe ; 3099 
Take up the Croſs, if Thou with 24e wouldft reign : 
Thoſe who embrace the Croſs, ſhall Life's pure Z:ght 
| obtain, R 4 Believer. 
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Believer. 
Dear Jeſus! ſince to walk with Thee, 
I by the World deſpis'd and cruſh'd muſt be, 
Feach Me to ſcorn the World, teach Me to cleave to 
Servants beneath their Maſters. are, CT hee! 
And mult to ſuffer with their Lords prepare, 
Lite from thy precious Life O let thy Servant ſhare ! 
What ©re abroad I read or hear, 
Refreſhments all in that, and nobleſt Joys appear. 


Chriſt, 
My Son, ſince Thou ſo much haſt heard and 
known, 3110 
That Knowledg O with holy Practice crown ! 
He loves Me beſt who knows and keeps my Will, 
His Soul PII with endearing Glories fill, 
And He ſhall reign with Me on Sos ſacred Hill. 


Believ. Holy Jeſus! Deareſt Lord ! 

'Y O perform thy ſacred Word ! 

See ! The Crofs I gladly bear, 

Since thy Hand has laid it here ; 

Thence my better Life ſha] riſe ; 

It's my Guide to Paradiſe; 3129 
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Believ. 


Lord, PII bear it, I'll endure it, 
Never, never, Lord, abjure it. 


Forward, Brethren ! let us move ! 

Jeſus now our Guide will prove; 

For his ſake the Croſs we bear, 

For his ſake we?ll perſevere. 

He's our Captain, he will aid us, 

And thro? greateſt Dangers lead us. 

Come, let*s boldly march behind him, . 

We in greateſt Straits ſhall find him, 3130 
While our Duties we deny not, ee, 
While from Wars with Hell we fly not. 


LVIL. 


Count it all Joy when Ye fall into dyvers 


Temptations. 


Chriſt. 


Son, in humble Patience more delight, 


(Thoſe Vertues, which a World of Woes 
excite) 


Than all that brisk Devotion which appears, 
In warm Profeſſors in their calmer Tears. 


Thy 


—— 


Thy Soul why ſhould a petty Scandal tear, 

Which ſhould, yuamov'sd, the greateſt Scandal bear ? 

Fie ! let it paſs! It's not the firſt or laſt ; 

Life muſt a thouſand ſharper Potions taſte. 3149 

Thou'rt brave, and canfſt couragious Thoughts 
diffuſe, 

While like a Hand the diſtant Danger ſhews ; 

But when a ſudden Storm o're-ſpreads the Skies, 

Thy Wit and Courage ſinks, and faints, and dies, 


Think then how frail thou art, how ſoon ſubdu'd; 


To make thee wiſer yer, ſuch Teſts are oft renew?d, 


Thou know'ſt the Truth ; then wretched Fears 
diſdain, 

And uninvolv*d thou may*ſt thy Lot ſuſtain, 

The Teſt with Joy, at leaſt with Patience bear ; 

Repreſs thy Paſſions ; let not others hear 3150 

One Word unfitting from thy Lips proceed, 

Leſt ſuch in weaker Souls ſhould ſcandal breed. 

Grace will both Woes and inward Luſt reſiſt : 

And, as I live, PII ſoon thy Soul affilt ; 

With new and greater Comforts viſit Thee, 

If Thou with faithful Prayers devoutly call on Me, 


Gird Thee to Sufferings with an eaſy Mind, 


Temptations oft in their Effects are kind, q 
0 
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Te [ook IM. Patron paraphrasd. 7g 
No God, no Angel Thou ; but Fleſh and Blood: 
And ſince nor az, nor purer Augels ſtood; 3160 
Not theſe in Heaven, ner thole i Paradiſe, 

Some crafty Sin thy Vertues may ſurprize. 

But 1 the Mourning Soul can raiſe, and thoſe 

Who their own Fralities know, with Godlike Joys 
compoe. 
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3d. Thy Words are ſweeter, Lord, to Me 
Than dropping Hony-combs can be. 
What ſhould I do in Straits and Woes, 
Did not thy Word ty Thoughts compoſe ? 
O may I ſuffer all things here! : 
May 1 a thouſand Tempelſts bear ! 3170 
If Iat laſt my Port may gain, 
If I may endleſs Life obtain. 
O let Me in thy Favours die! 
Let Me to Abraham's Boſom fly ! 
Thy Servant, Deareſt God, reſpeR, 
And to thy Kingdom's Joys thro* peaceful Ways 
| direct ! 


LVIIT. 
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| LVUTL A 
Hom unſearchable are his Judements, and V 
his Ways paſt finding out ! | - 

Chriſt. 5 

| # Y Son, diſpute not of that Gloom profound, | $ 
Thoſe Deeps which my obſcurer Ways | 7 
{urround. I 

Ask not why God that Man to Glory choſe, 3in 8 | 
Why This to Hell's dark Flames rejected goes? I 


Why That ſhould under long Afﬀictions groan, 

And Thr exalted mount the ſacred Throne ? 
Theſe things all humane Senſe ſurpaſs, nor can 
Man's ſhort-lin'd Senſe unfathomable PR 
pan, 


if Hell then, or if impious Men diſcloſe 
A curious Humour, thus their Dreams oppoſe : 
God muſt be juſt, and all his Judgments right ; A 
Clear are his fudgments, and his Juſtice bright. 
My Ways are to be fear'd, not vainly fcann'd, 
Nor can created Senſe beneath the dreadful Burden 
ſtand. 3199 


ASK 
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Ask not what Grace was on the Saints beltow?d ? 
Who reigns the Greateſt near their ſmiling God ? 

' Diſpute not what their Intereſts are above, 

Nor ſeek by them to gain their Maker's Love. 
Some fondly dote on thoſe extinguiſh'd Lights, 

Qt, | Such Love not Heaven, but Helliſh Art excites. 

's | Turn all thy Thoughts, thy zealous Loves on Me, 

I rais'd the Saints to their ſupream degree, 

'o | To them my ſtrong effetual Grace was free. 

I, not Deſert, their Heads with Honours crown'd, 

TheirWeakneſs my preventing Graces found.3201 

[ knew them &re this World from nothing roſe, 
And them before its firſt Foundations choſe ; 

ts Y They choſe not Me ; but I, by pity mov's, Id 

J 


Them thro* corrupted Nature's horrors lov d, 
And by Afflictions ſureſt Teſt improv'd ; 
With Comforts bleſt, and Perſeverance too,. 
And crown'd their Faith at laſt with promis'd Glo- 
r1es due. 


NJ The Firſt, the Laſt alike I kindly know, 

And Love alike on all their Souls beſtow. 3210 

Pe I only in my Saints am juſtly prais'd, 

In Them my Name above the Stars is rais'd ; 
Whie 
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While Poor, Unadtive, Undeſerving They © 

Meer ObjeRs of unbounded Mercy lay. 

Love made *am ONE, & niade? "um Lights to Thee, 
And to be follow'd where they cloſely follow'd . Me, 


Saints but inſtra&t Thee i in thy Duty {till 

I, not themſelves, their vaſt Aﬀettions | fill. 

Rapt high, above themſelves, they ever prove 

U:bounded Bliſſes, and unbounded Love. 3220 

They live unchang'd, while Truth their Soul: 

inveſts, 

And holy Flames enlarge their hevredly Breaſts : 

They ſerve Me only, and in that ſhould be 
Loves and Devotions Patterns to the W orld & Ther 


It's not thy Work with curious Art to pry 
Into the Myſtick Secrets of thie Sky ; 

What Saints departed do, concerns not Thee ; 
Thy Vows, thy Honours all belong to Me. 

' Think how thy Sins in Bulk and Number riſe, 
How little Goodneſs in thy Boſom lies, 3230 
How far Thou maylit of their Attainments fail, 
W ho now on Joy's unſtormy Ocean fail : 

But don't to them for Grace or Aids repair, 

Lonly aid the Poor, I only anſwer Prayer. 


Could 


oo 
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Could They, alas ! thy vain Devotions hear, 
They'd ne'r thoſe .miſappli'd Devotions. bear ; 
They know they merit nothing, not;can.do 
What fool;/h Men with fooliſh Yaws purſue. 
They love their God, their; Joys unbounded. flow, 
Nor happier by miſguided Worſhip grow. 3240 
Before my Feet their: ſtarry Crowns they lay, 

$ 


. To him who ever lives ſubmiſly pray, 
And to the ſpotleſs Lamb their Adorations pay. 


Dowt in thoſe lightſom Realms at Greatneſs aim, 

Thy Merits.can't the ſmalleſt Favours claim ; 

Thy Sins, thy weighty Sins, would ſink thee down. 

And wouldſt thou, thoughtleſs Wretch ! deſerve 

a Crown ? | 

Firſt be a Child in harmleſs Innocence, 

From that low State thy happy Days commence 

Be humble firſt, and leave the reſt to Me; 3250 
Vaſt as thy largeſt Hopes, thy vaſt Reward ſhall be, 


Wo to thoſe haughty Souls who ſcorn to be 
Harmleſs as Babes, and yet pretend to Me! 
Heaven's Gates are ſtrait and low, and can't admit 
The Proud, nor thoſe who can with Scorners fit. 


Wo 


256 a The (briſtian Book Ii, 


Wo to the Rich who fix their Hearts below, 
W hoſe watry Eyes, when all the Poor ſhall go : 
To endleſs Joys, with uſeleſs Tears ſhall flow, 
Rejoice, poor humble Souls, my Truths embrace, 

And God ſhall you at laſt in boundleſs Glories place. 


3260 
LIX. 


And now, Lord, what is my Flope ? Truly my Hope 


is even in Thee, 


| Bel. Hence, my deareſt Lord ! from whence 


Should I raiſe my Confidence ? 
Whence, while here beneath the Skies, 
Should my Hopes, my Comforts riſe ? 
Only, Deareſt Lord, from Thee, 

So immenſly kind to Me. 

When was't well with me without Thee ? 
When was't ill, and Thou about Me ? 

Keep me ever, ever poor, 

It Pm ſo, of Thee ſecure ! 32709 
Heaven without Thee's all uneaſy, 

Earth with.Tbce would rather pleaſe Me. 


| Heaven would be no Seat of Bliſſes, 


Hell would crown my warmeſt Wiſhes, 


| wol 


Book Il. Pattern Paraphras d, 2 


257 
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If that Hell beneath conld ſhow Thee, 
If that Heaven could ne'r beſtow Thee. 
Thov'rt my Love, my chief Deſire; 
All my Sighs and Groans aſpire 


' Only for Thee, only to Thee, 


While my livelieſt Hopes purſue Thee. 3280 
When the greateſt Wants ſurround Me, 
When the greateſt Fears confound Me, 

From my God alone commence 

All my Hopes and Confidence. 


Others hunt inferiour Pleaſures ; 

All the ſweet, the charming Meaſures 

Of my Safety ſpring from Thee, 

All things thence are good to Ae. 

Oft Pm puniſh'd, oft I'm tempted, 

But by Mercy ſtill prevented, 329@ 
While his Rod ſeverely proves Me, 

Still my deareſt Maſter loves Me ; 

Still thy Strokes are dear to Me, 

As the ſofteſt Joys can be. 


God my Lord's my Hope, my Shelter, 
When in Sorrow?s Gore I welter; 
He's my Strength, my only Stay, 

All without him flies away. 


hw apons a "TY 
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Helps deceive Me, Friends forfake Me 
Books but doubtful Anſiwers niake Me. 
Counſellors with Guirks confound'Me, 
Reeds, alas! deceitful wound Me. 
Thou my Help, my Comfort art, 
Thou inſtruQ'ſt and keep'ſt my Heart. 


All thoſe things t@Peace pretending. 
All Felicities depending, 

Muſt but vain and empty be, 

When abſtracted, Lord, from Thee 


All thats Good, and Wiſe, and Gre3zt. 


All to Thee their Spring retreat ; 
And thy Servants Comfort ſec 
Only when they truſt in Thee. 
Lord, to Thee l lift my Eyes, 
Whence my daily Mercies riſe : 
Kindelt Father, Deareſt Lord, 
Still thy Joys, thy Smiles afford ! 
Bleſs and fanctify my Mind, 

That Thou there a place tnay*lt find * 
That thy Glorics there may reit 
In a Heart with Pureneſs dreſt, 
Freed from Sins offenkive Peſt. 


3 
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i.ord, as thy Goodnels large appears, 
Thy Mercies large, O let thy Ears 
To thy poor Servant*s Prayers be kind, 
While here to Deathful Shades confin'd. 
Prote&, preſerve, defend my Soul, 
"While Clouds and Storms about Me roll ; 
Let Grace attending, thro a peaceful way, | 
My Soul to endleſs Life, and endle6 Light convey * 
Amen, 
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The Chriſtian Pattern 


PARAPHRAS'D. 


The Fourth Book. 
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Of the Euchariſt. 


The Invitation. (pref! 
Come,ye tabouring Souls with Sins vaſt weight op- 
(} O come,and on your Maſters ſacred Boſom reſt ' 
My Fleſh is Bread, which Il on fainting Souls 
beſtow, 
71y Blood the Source of Life to all the World below. 
Take, eat my Body here each faithful Soul ſhall find. 
Eat, eat it oft, to keep your dying Lord in mind. 
He whom my Fleſh and Blood divinely entertains, 
Lo! I bis Lord in Him, and He in Me remains ! 
My Words with nobler Senſe than Carnal Language ſhine, 
They Life and Spirit All, All Myſtsck, All Divine. 10 


} WY 
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T. 
And Reverence his Sanftuary. 


Believer. (are Thine, 
HESE Words, Dear Chriſt ! Eternal Truth ! 


And, like thy Self, they*r all Divine ; 
At various Times, in various Places usd ; 
Each ſacred Syllable 
Which from my Saviour fell, 
New Life, new Light quite thro my Soul diffus'd, 
They'r Thine, as utter'd, Lord, by Thee; 
But Mine, as for Salvation meant to 4c. 
I them with flowing Joys receive, 
May they on Me a deep Impreſſion leave ! 20 
They'r holy, and they*r gracious All, 
And like ſweet Dews, or Lovers Kiſſes fall : 
But me my weighty Guilt affrights, 
A wounded Soul no Yi/ttors invites ; 
Thy dear, ſoft Words attra& my hungry Soul, 


But Thoughts of. inward Guilt my forward Haſte 
controul- 


Thou bidſt, that my Approach with Faith ſhould de, 
If I'd have any Share in Thee ; 


S 2 That 
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That Pd of that immortal Nouriſhment, 
Accept an offer'd Part, 30 
And witha grateful Heart 
My Prayers, for Life's eternal Bliſs, preſent. 
O ye, Thou ſay'ſt, with-Srns oppreſt, 
O come, and on my heavenly Boſom eſs ! 
Sweet Words! Dear, happy,charming Sound, 
About deſponding Sinners ecchoing round ! 
By Theſe poor Souls invited are 
In bleſt Communion with thy ſelf to ſhare. 
But who, Dear Lord, or what am I 
Who dare approach the ſpotleſs Deity ? 40 
Heaven's lofty Throne's impure, compar'd with 
And ſhall a ſinful Soul thy glorious Palace be ? Thee, 


Who can ſo kind a Condeſcenſion ſhow ? 
W hence ſuch a tender Friendſhip flow ? 
Darel before thy ſacred Altars knee], 
Conſcious of in-born Sin ; 
Who cruel Pangs within, 
And all a wounded Soul's Convulſions feel. 
Oft have treipaſs'd in thy ſight, 
And dare I now conſuming Flames invite ? 50 
Thy Terrors pureſt Saints avow, 
To them the bright Angelick Armies bow. 
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Thou faid'ſt, O Come ? els, Lord had we” 
Relignd to Fears and: Incredulity. 
Great Neab'slaving Ark appears 
The Lahour of a hundred lingring Years : 
And can a:tew ſhort Minutes fit the Soul 


Te 0 meet that F498, whoſe Arms the vaſſaiPd World 
(conroul : 


A Cedar Cheſt contain'd thy Laws cf old, 
Cedar o*re-laid with Opbir's Gold ;; 60 
Seven toilſom Years that King of Wiſdom ſpent 
A Temples Walls to raiſe 
| To thy immortal Pratie : 
Eight Holy Days 10 ſolema Feaſtings went. 
A thouſand peaceful Offerings blaz'd ; 
A thouſand Shouts that Ark of Mercy rais'd 
To its Majeſtick glorious Seat. 
What tho I only find a 1:y/1:ck Treat ? 
What tho plain Bread and Wine mult bz 
The Symbols of his Fleſh and Blood to Me ? 
The Leziſlator's greater far 
Than Laws, tho cut by heavenly Fingers, are 
Im vile, yet cawt one Moment freely ſpend 
To purge my filthy Soul,or lodg my gracious Friend 
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What Art, what Care the Godlike Moſes tri'd, 
That wondrous Casket to provide ? 
What Time,what curious Skill, what vaſt Expence 
Bleſt Wiſdom's mighty Heir 
Took, that He might prepare 
A Dome for thy Myſterious Reſidence? fo 
But, Lord, what little Care can I 
To entertain ſo great a Gueſt apply ? 
O how my Thoughts diſtracted range ? 
How ſoon my Manly Reſolutions change ? 
How fixt my wandring Thoughts ſhould be, 
From all inferiour Obligations free, 
When not Angelick Bands, 
But him, who all the Angel-Hoſt commands, 
I to receive. with hamble Faith prepare, 
And at a Feaſt of Love with my Redeemer ſhare ? 90 


That ſacred rk, thy Mercy's wondrous Seat, 
By thy peculiar Preſence great; 
That Ark, the Symbol of the Deity, 
In that Illvſtrious Dome 
Took up the nobleſt Room, 
The Holieſt Place, as repreſenting Thee. 
Yet all the Sacrifices there 
Were but the Types of that revolving Year, 
In 
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In which Incarnate God ſhould fall, 
Fhe great Atonement, and ſhould perfed All, 105 
That great Atonement, Bread and Wine 
Tous exhibit in a Mode Divine z 
What Flames ſhould then enlarge my Heart, 
When in my Saviour I expect a Part ? 
How ſhould I dreſs to meet my bleeding Lord, 
While every Type great Kings and Saints of old 
(ador'd ? 
David before that precions Ark of old 
Could not his warm Aﬀections hold, 
But danc'd with all his Might, and loudly play*d ; 
His tuneful Harp he ſtrung, 110 
And to his Harp he ſung, 
When that thro' Sion's Gates its Entrance made. 
Sweet were his Airs, and ſoft his Stroke, 
When he'd His Jews to holy Joys provoke ; 
God's Spirit on his Heart abode, 
And Prayers and Bleſſings with his Muſick flow'd. 
Such Zeal that Antient Type purſu'd : 
And ſhan't my Heart, with nobler Heat indu'd, 
Sham't it with greater Spirit embrace 
The Subſtance than the Shade of future Grace? 120 
Shan't I with ſpringy Joys my Saviour meet, 
And at his Altars bow, and kiſs his ſacred Feet ? 
Fools 
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Fools oft to ſee pretended Reliques fly, 
And caſt a curious wondring Eye 
On Fanes to Saints Imaginary rais'd, 
Where richeſt Silks and Gold 
The dowdy Corps enfold, 
And Thieves and Rebels are for Martyrs prais'd; 
A thouſand Pilgrimages paſt 
They prove but Hell's obdurate Slaves at laſt. 1 36 
O could they reſt a while at home, 
And not to follow ſenſleſs Fancies rome ; 
Wonders on Wonders here they'd view, 
Far more than ere Loretto's Shrine could ſhew ; 
Jeſus, with Love and Mercies crown'd, 
Would ſhed his facred Influences round, 
And to the Loving, Hoping, Faithful Heart 
Would all his glorious Self, his heavenly Joys impart. 


O Thou great Architect of Earth and Skies, 
Inviſible to mortal Eyes ! 140 
To us how wondrous ail thy Actions prove! 
And here how ſweet, how kind 
Thy Favourites may find 
Th' immenſe Expreſſions of Prodigious Love?! 
Unfathomable Deeps ! how far 


Too ſhort our wretched IntelleQuals are, 
When 
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When we would ſound the vaſt Abyſs os 
Of unintelligible Myſteries ! 
What Art that Mirroir could compoſe, 
By which the Souls of faithful Saints diſcloſe r50 
Their Saviour in 4 Sacrament, 
And, on his bleeding gaping Wounds intent, 
Eat his dear Fleſh, and drink his ſacred Bload, 
That Bread of Life, and this immortalizing Flood ? 


Who can thoſe Capillary Rills deſcry, 

By which unboazed Graces fly 

Thro” bodicd Symbols to the faithful Mind ? 
How pure Devotian's Fires, - 
How Vertue's warm Delires 
Room in the Sinner with Repentance find? 169 
W hat hidden Sweets can Faith delicry ! 
How ſharp, how piercing is the faithful Eye ? 
He meets a thouſand Graces here, 
Loſt Vertnes in his Soul reviv'd appear ; 
And, tho deform'd by Sins before, 
'T his can its Beauties and its Charms reſtore. 

Nay, the bleſt balmy Symbols may | 
New Life and Health to fainting Saints convey ; 
While Faithleſs Souls meer Bread and Wine partake, 

And but a damning Feaſt of. empty Symbgls make. 170 


But 
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But ah ! how cold, how deadly cold we prove 
To meet our dear Redeemer's Love ! 
How we refuſe his kind extended Arms !- 
Arms which alone can be 
Our Souls ſecurity 
Fram Deaths Tyrannic Force, and Hell's Alarms! 
He purifies our Natures, He 
From endleſs Torments dearly ſets us free 
Beneath his Shade we ſafely move, 
And feel the Beams ſhot from his Orb of Love. 
Why ſhould we then fo cold appear 48t 
To all his Loves Myſterious Tendries bere ? 
Ah Blind ! ah Rocky-hearted Crew, 
Who can ſo flow ſuch wondrous Grace purſue ! 
More careleſs as their Maſter kinder grows, 
And can with ſtubborn Hearts his offer*d Loves op- 
(poſe. 
Were but one ſingle Sacrament deſign'd, 
The World to one ſole Prieſt confin'd, 
W hat Sholes would to the diſtant Temple flow ? 
How would they ſtretch their Eyes 
To ſee theſe Myſteries ! 191 
How eager for that Heavenly Banquet grow ! 
But when a thouſand Paſtors wait, 
And all may with their Lord participate 3 
When 
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When ſo immenſe his Loves appear, 
Alas, we nauſeate the Celeſtial Chear. 
Yet Jeſus, Holy Shepherd ! we 
Poor Exiles now preſent our Thanks to Thee 
Thy Fleſh, thy Blood our Souls relieves, 
Thy tender Call our dying Faith retrieves; 200 
Come all to Me, with Sins vaſt Weights oppreſt ! 
I'l give you ſudden Eaſe, I'll give you certain Reſt. 


II. 
Behold how he loved Us, 


Behever. 
M2 by thy Goodneſs, and thy Mercies, I 
- Dear Lord, to thy Aſſiſtance fly ; | 
Touch'd witha thouſand Plagues I come to Thee, 
O be the great Phyſician, Lord, to Me! 
Hungry and Thirſty, Lord, I bring 
A fainting Soul to Life's Immortal Spring. 
A Beggar I, Heaven's gracious King adore z 
A Servant I, my Maſter's Smiles implorez 216 
Form'd by thy Hand, 
Lord, here l ſtand, 
And for my great Creator's Bounties wait, 
And for his Comforts in a ruin'd helpleſs State. 


Whence | 
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WWhence 1s it, that my God ſhould come to 2 ' 
O what am I, thus grac'd by Thee !_ 
How can a gvilty Soul endure thy Sight ! 
How in a Miſcreant can my God delight ! 
Thou know'ſt no Good reſides in Me, 
And 1 my own, my inward Vileneſs ſee. 220 
Thy Grace, thy Goodneſs, and thy boundleſs Love 
I own, I honour, and with Thanks improve. 
And for thy ſake 
' I'd here partake, 
That I my tender ſmiling God might know ; 
O mayn't my horrid Crimes obſtruct the wondrous 
(Flow ! 
Sweet, gracious God! with what reſpectful Praiſe 
Should I thy ſpreading Glories blaze ! 
Who for our ſakes a mortal Nature took ? 
But who can thro? the Myſtick Bounty look? 235 
What can I think, when worthleſs I 
May hold Communion with the Deity ? 
What can I do; but with a prideleſs Mind 
Some Means t extol thy boundleſs Goodneſs find ? 
Thy endleſs Praiſe, 
My God, Ill raiſe ; 
But ever, ever, Lord, my Self deſpiſe, 
And from the Jowlieſt State to heavenly Favours riſe. 
Lo? 
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Lo! Thou'rt incomprenſible Sandity ; 
A filthy loathſom Sinner I, 240 
Unfit to raiſe my ſinful Eyes to Thee 
But Thou, Great God, couldſt condeſcend to Me. 
Lo! Thou canſt in a Wretch delight, 
A Begear toa plenteous Feaſt invite : 
Thou'dſt have-me banquet on Celeſtial Food, 
On Bread of Angels, and Divinely Good : 
Thou, Lord, wouldſt be 
That Bread to Me, 
That Bread of Life which from above deſcends, 
And Lite and Vigour thro a fainting World extends. 
250 
See ! ſee my Soul, whence ſuch bright Loves can 
And Condeſcenſions all divine ! (ſbine, 
What Thanks,what Praiſe are tothy Saviourduel 
How ſhould thy Service, as his Name, be true ! 
How falutary, Lord, how kind | 
In this we all thy mighty Counſels find ! 
The Food all coſtly, and the Banquet ſweet, 
V/here we by Faith our great Redeemer meet ; 
Thy powerful Cares 
Thy Truth declares; 2609 
Thy Words from Nothing ſprung the World of old, 
In leſs than Nothing now eternal Truths unfold. 
My 
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My Lord, my God, Great God and Man ! that Thou 
Shouldſt tow'rd a wretched Creature bow, 
That thou thy ſelf in Bread and Wine ſhouldſt give, 
: In true Believers humble Hearts to live. 
What Senſe ſuch Wonders can purſue, 
So True, ſo Strange, yet not ſo Strange as True ? 
Thou, Lord of All, who hadſt no need of Me, 
Yet by a | Sacrament my Gueſt wouldſt bez; 270 | 
Lord, keep my Heart! 
| O ner depart, 
Till I by thy effecual Influence find 
A Body ſpotleſs pure to lodg a peaceful Mind ! 


It's thy Appointment, Lord, defign'd by Thee 
To celebrate thy Memory 3 'F S 
O may I oft thy Merits here record ! 3 
O may1 oft here meet my bleeding Lord ! 
And thou, my Soul, with grateful Praiſe, 
Thy Dear Redeemer's wondrous Bounty blaze, 
Who in a Yale of Tears, a Wild of Woes, 281 
Would ſuch vaſt Springs of holy Foys diſcloſe ! , 
As oft as there 
P My Thoughts appear, 
So oft I rezd my own Redemption o're, 
So oft partake my Saviour's Merits boundleſs Store. 
His 


: 


: 

4 

; 
4 
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His treaſur'd Mercies inexhauſted prove, 
And inexhauſtible his Love. 
O then renew thy Watch, thy Thovghts compoſe ! 
With this great Fealt thy holy Tremblines cloſe ! 
So ſomething new, and kind, and ſweet 291 
Thowlt always in that facred Duty inect ; 
Thy Lord will to thy Heart as lively come 
As if juſt born from Azary's Virgin- Womb ; 
As if the Trce 
Of Infansy 
Ju{#t now our ſacrificed Atonement bore, 


' Andall the Soil around bluſh'd with his purple Gorc, 


III, 


| Shew forth the Lord's Death often tl! bis Omg. 


Believer, 
O! Here I come, Dear Lord, to Thee, 
That I partaker of thy Gifts may be ! ' 360 


That 1, with {weiling Joys, -may taſte. 
That Holy Feaſt, that Sweet Revaſt, 
By Thee for hamble Souls prepar'd, 
In Thee, Dear Lord, I a!l my Longings ſee, 
My Health Redemption,Strength &Jope's ia thee, 
My Crown, my great Reward. 


T Jeſus ! 
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Teſus ! 1 lift my Soul to Thee: 
O let thy flowing Joys deſcend on Me { 
I would, with good Zaccheus, fain 


My Gracious Maſter entertain, 319 


With Reverence and humbleſt Vows ; 
T'd fain the S9n of Faithful Abraham be, 
My Soul would fain unite it ſelf to Thee, 
And Thee its Lord eſpouſe, 


I'm ſatis!1d 1f Thou be X7:ne, 
No Comforts, Lord, are valu'd here but The ; 
Without Thee Life no Joys can give, 
Nor can my Soul without Thee live. 
Vil oft to wait on Thee prevail, 
Feſt, while unted by Thee, I upward move, 329 
And mighty Foes and mighty Dangers prove, 
My wretched Heart ſhould fail. 


When Mercy, Lord, thy Tongue employ'd, 
And ſickly Worlds thy healing Balms enjoy*d, 

Thouv'dlt never ſend ?um faſting Bome, 

Leſt Faſting ſhould to Fainting come 3 

Dear Jeſus, be as kind to Me ! 
Thy Fleſh, thy Blood reireſh the fainting Soul ; 
And who, prepar'd, recelves the wholeſome Dole, 
Life's glorious Heir ſhall be, F 
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I feel, Dear Lord, I feel how Sin, 331 


How Sloth, how want of Zeal prevail within z 
O could I oft with Fervour pray ! 
O could I oft my Life ſurvey ! 
Fd to thy Holy Table fly, | 
 ThenT'd be throughly purg'd, enflam'd, renew'd; 
My holy Vows ſhould be with Joy purſid, 
Which elſe would faint and die; 


I, Lord, with deep Confuſion own, 
To Sin my very Infant-Nature's prone ; 349 
But when I here my Vows renew 
I'd Sin deteſt, and Good purſue. 
Dear God, that Phyſick grateful make ! 
Tho Ireceive, I'm flothful oft and cold, 
But ſhould for holy Works be quite nſould, 
Should I that Feaſt forſake. 


How oft Pm indifpos'd to be, 
My God, a fir Communicant for Thee! 
But ſtill, at proper Times, I'll ſtrive 
To keep my holy Flames alive, 
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Aad ſhare thy gracious Myſteries. 
This, Lord, ſupports the Faithful Soul, that He, 
To Earth conſfin'd, may ſtill remember Thee, 
Thy Loves devoutly prize. 


Wonders of Condeſcending Love ! 
zt Thug great God of Spirits, ſhouldſt from 
:5ſe in Spirit poor diſpenſe (above 
; © Bnive:rial Influence, 
&nd 5!) their hungry Gripes relieve. 359 
44 By, thrice happy Souls, who ſwelFd with Joy, 
Ail their Devotions, all their Flames employ, 
When they their Lord receive! 


How great's the Lord ! how dear the Gueſts! 

Ecw true the Friend who then invades their 
Breaſts ! 

The Mate how ſweet ! the Spouſe how fair ! 

L.cvely as fancy'd Anzcls are ! 

Be filent Farth ! be filent Sk ies ! 
Tir Grace, thtir Beauties all deſcend from Thee, 

Yet can't their Beauties to the leaſt degrce 2:69 

Ot iy Hſtriovs Name, thy wondrous Glorics riſe, 
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IV. 
They ſhall be fil”d with the Fatneſs of thy Houſe. 


ORD, [ 
- Apply 
My Heart to Thee ! 
O quicken Me ! 
And let thy Grace 
In Me take place ! 
Til! with an humble Heart 
Before thy Altars l 
Appear, and take a Part 
In Love's great Myſicry. 355 
Rouze Me, Lord, O rouze my Soul ? 
Off its lazy Temper roll ! 
Viſit Me with thy Salvation ? 
Glut my eager Expectation 
With all thoſe Heavenly Sweets which rite 
From that prodigious Sacrifice ! 
Clear, Lord, my Eyes, that I may thro 
The Bread and Wine my Saviorr view * 
May I my Saviour's powerful Words believe, 355 
And Grace from thence,and heavenly Strength 


receive ! 
T3 \ Witt 


— 
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Wiſe Angels ſcarce thoſe wondrous Depths can 
The Condeſcenſions of a boundleſs Mind ; (find, 
And what can Sinners do,to wretched Earth confin'd ? 


To be 
With Thee, 
On Wings of Love 
I ſwittly move. 
With Heart ſincere, 
And awful Fear, 
And with a Faith ſecure, 400 
Thy juſt Commands obey ; 
Of my Redeemer ſure 
In his appointed way. 
O may I but meet Thee there, 
And, as One with Thee, appear ! 
Mercy, Deareſt Saviour, ſend Me |, 
And let powerful Grace attend Me, 
Till I melt down with ſacred Love, 
And ner for other Comforts move ! 
"This is the Chriſtian's nobleſt Flight, 410 
His Body's Health, his SouPs Delight, 
The heavenly Phylick for deſpondent Souls, 
Which kills my Follies, and my Luſts controuls, 


Abates 


| 
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Abates Temptations, greater Grace beſtows : 
Here Courage bolder, Hope fecurer grows ; 
raith greater Strength, and Loves a brighter Flame 
diſcloſe, 


How free 
From Thee, 
Dear Lord, to thoſe 
Thy Goodneſs flows, 40 
Whoſe Love and Fear 
Attend Thee there ! 
Thence mighty Comforts flow 
Tolay their various Woes; 
And, when they ſink below, 
On Thee their Hojes repoſe 3 
Grace and Safety ſtrong and new 
Here their growing Hopes purſue. 
Wiſhes faint, and cold Aﬀections, 
Mighty Doubts, and weak Reflections, 
Refreſh'd with this Celeſtial Food, 4.31 
Are chang?d, and ever chang'd for good, 
Here Thine thy faithful Love ſurvey, 
And with thy Strength their Weakneſs weigh; 
Cold, undevout, and in themſelves obdur'd, 
Till Life, Devotion, Heat are here procur'd. 


T 4 Streams 
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Streams will be ſweet, where ſweet the Foun- 
tains riſe, 
A conſtant Heat from conſtant Burning flies ; 
This Fire more hvely Flames, this Spring more 
Sweets ſupplies. E 


W hat tho 4.49 
I know 
My boldeſt Strain 
Can ne'r contain 
T hat endleſs Love 
Which ſhines above ? 
1 ho no Scraphick Flame 
My narrow Soul inſpire, 
Yet I'l ſubmiſly claim 
One\Spark of Heavenly Fire. 

I'll my Tonging Heart prepare, 459 

Free from Pride, and free from Care; 

And, devoutly there attending, 

Watch the ſacred Gleams deſcending. 
What tho I can't approach the Spring ? 
Nor Veſlels to receive it bring ? 

FI! to the Rs my Lips apply, 
And catch ſome Drops as fliding by, 
Some fuding Drops to cool my thirſty Soul. 
Dear Fefus! Holy Saviour ! O controul 459 
ly 


| W| 


— * —— — 
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My Wants ! Here poor and hungry, Lord, I lie; 
Yet it's thy Word, Come weary Souls, and 1 
[1/ill all your fainting Souls with ncedful Reſt ſupply. 


I mol 
And toil, 
Opprelt with Sin, 
And Pains within ; 
By Woes o're-born, 
And rack'd and torn : 
Beneath that dreadful weight 
I murmur, Lord, and groan, 470 
And from this mournful State 
Of Life would fain be gone. 
Oft Temptations break my Reſt, 
Sorrows oft diſtra&t my Breaſt, 
Hell's uncaſy Weights oppreſs Me, 
Griefs unweildy Chains poſſeſs Me. 
W hence then ſhould my Aſliſtance riſe ? 
To Thee, Dear Lord, I lift my Eyes ; 
O keep Me ſafe ! O guide me right 
From hence, to reach Eternal Light! 486 
Thou,who couldſt give thy Fleſh,thy ſacred Blood, 
By Faith to be my SouPs Immortal Food, 


O 
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O let thy Arms embrace Me, Lord, while I 
Here proſtrate at thy ſacred Footſtool lie, 
Till my Devouter Soul approach the peaceful Sky ! 


V. 
Who is able to deſcribe his Glory ? 


Chriſt. 
Ouldſt Thou be worthy to participate ? 
To eat my Body, and to drink my Blood ? 
Wouldſt thou attain a finleſs State ? 
Be wholly pure, be wholly good ? 
Great was the Baptiſt's Honour, who before 4299 
My felf the Goſpel-Standard bore ; 
Pure are thoſe Angels, who on conſtant Wing 
' Before my Throne Immortal Anthems ling : 
Yet Jobn, yet Angels will ſubmiſly own 
Their Zord 7 kind, but their Deſcrvings none. 


What then can Sinners plead ? or whence can they 
Pretend to Merits, or to Favours duc ? 
Would they, alas! their Souls ſurvey, 
Or to Themſelves themſelves be true, 
They'd to the Duſt before my Footſtool bow, 529 
No Ars: then but Grace allow ; 


They'd 


| I 
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They dall my condeſcenſive Ads adore, 

Their own unfit, agefeftive State deplore, 

And with Amazement view that wondrous Love, 
Which at my Table could ſuch Gueſts approve. 


-L 


Thou at my Altars, as a Prieſt, canſt wait, 
Approach my Preſence, and my Gifts diſpenſe, 
And Bread and Wine canſt conſecrate 
With mighty Words of Myſlick Senſe. 
What Miracles my Language once could do, $10 
Thoſe Miracles thy Words renew. 
Mean Matter, thence, proves a ſubſtantial Sign 
Of Grace Celeſtial, and of Food Divine ; 
And by thoſe Ways which heavenly Wiſdom tred, 
Senſe ſees the Matter, Faith diſcerns the God. 


_— 


Thou ſpeak*ſt ; the ater {till the ſame remains, 
Yet Strength inviſ;ble to all conveys, 
The Mind ſublimely entertains, 
And Light thro humble Souls diſplays. $519 
T hou ſeeſt the Sign,couldſt thou my Word believe, 
T how dſt then the znward Part receive. 
Think then what Grace thoſe ſacred Hands confer, 
When they imprint the Pricſtly Charager. 
Think what a glorious weight thy Shoulders bear, 
When thou canſt :n thy Saviour?s Room appear. 


A 
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A Prieſt ſhould always bring the Sacrifice 
Of Fly Converſe and an Humble Mind. 
In Him their Pattern vulgar Eyes 
Of Piety and Love ſhould find : 
Witl Angels, or Angelick Saints below 539 
He ſhould” his holy Hours beſtow. 
When e're He robes himſelf, his Thoughts fhould be 
How He may reconcile the World to Me 3 
How 1n his Saviour's Name he'll intercede, 


And how for $:1ners with their Maker plead. 
\ 


Think then, think how thy Lord was crucifi'd, 

© het his Sufierings melt thy yielding Heart ! 
Fhink how by crue} Hands he dye, 
Thar He to all might Love impart. 

Think o're his Love, his Life, his Innocence, 545 
From his Example Love commence ft 

Mourn ore thy murdering Sins with Sighs &Tears, 

Expunze the Follies of thy careleſs Years; : 

&:ve ofr, and oft receive that Food deſign'd 

Fo ro? the Stnner, and refreſh the Mind. 


Mourn 
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Mourn too for others Sins ! and O adviſe - 
They'd oft remember their expiring Lord, 
And with a grateful Sacrifice, 
For Them his bleeding Wounds record ! 
When Thou ſhalt at my Board devoutly ftand, 559 
And raiſe thy Conſecrating Hand, 
God ſhall be honour?d, Angels ſhall rejoice, 
My Church adore Me with a chearful Yoice : 
New Grace ſhall every weary Soul revive, 
And we'll for ever in a bleſt Communion live. - 


VI. 
Wherewith ſhall T come before the Lord * 


Bel. Y deareſt Lord ! my ſureſt Guide ! 
7 4A My God, whoſe Help was ner deny'd : 
What ſhall I do? O teach Me Lord ! 
Im Terror all, Confuſion all, 
When I my YVileneſs, Lord, reca], 5% 
And thy Majeſtick Height record : 
1 die if I abſtain; and l, 
If I approach unworthy, die. 


Shew Me, Dear Lord, the perfc& way ! 
Some Exerciſe before Me lay 


To 


1 
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To fit Me for that ſacred Feaſt ! 
It's good, it's wondrous good to know 
W hat Reverence my Soul ſhould ſhow 
To Thee, to be a welcome Gueſt, 
To taſte thy Banquet worthily, 570 
And ſacrifice a Heart to The. 


VII. 
Let a Man examine Himſelf. 


Chriſt. 
HE Prieſt,the Private Chriſtian,when they dare 
Approach my Table, ſhould, with utmoſt care, 
Their /anful Hearts ſurvey. 
They ſhould with Reverence and Humility, 


Firm Faith, and juſt Reſolves to honour Me, 
Their Thonghts in order lay 3 


Diſcourſe, Receive and Conſecrate, 
And in my Houſe with all their beſt Devotions wait. 


Search thro* thy Conſcience! where ſome Taint: 

appears, 589 
With meek Confeſſion, and with mournful Tears, 
\ O make thy Conſcience pure / 


Then; 


—Y 
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Then, when Thou con?ft from all Convulſions free 
Of private griping Guilt, thou may'ſt on Me 
| Rely with Faith ſecure. 
Hate all thy Sins ; but hate them more 
\Vhich by their ſwift Returns advance thy dazly Score. 


Count o're the Bead-roll of thy F inful Deeds, (ceeds 
Mourn o're that Zuyſt from whence thy Guilt pro- 
As from a Poiſonous Root. 592 
O ſigh to ſee thy Thoughts to Earth confin'd, 
Enflav*d to Paſſions, and to Luſts reſign'd 5 
And all their baleful Fruzt ! 
Think how thou'rt loft in outward Senſe, 
And how thy Phantoſms vain from vain Delights com- 
(mence ! 
Think how thou lightſt thy Souls Internal State, 
How worldly Foys thy boly Flames rebate, 
How hard to Sighs and Tears, 
How ſwitt thou to a Jooſe Debauch canſt fly, 
How flow to Rigours and Severity, GOO 
How fond of itching Ears, 
To hear what's new, to ſee whats fair ; 
And mean and humble things paſs with a ſcornful Air. 


Mounrn 
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Mourn ore thy griping Hand, thy ſtingy Heart, 
How wild thy Talk, how vain thy /ilent Part, 
WW How looſe thy Manners are. 
Il-tim'd thy A&ions, vaſt thy Appetite, 
Deaf to thy God, but fond of lazy Night, 
And ſtill averſe to Care. 
Fond of a Fable ; Drowſy all, 610 

When thy poor Soul's Decays for conſtant Vigils call, 


How Reſtleſs till my Holy Days are paſt, 

How loth to taſte of my Immortal Feaſt ; 
How all diſtraded there 

Thy Thoughts unhing'd, thy Paſſions quickly rais'd, 

Pointed thy Words, thy Cenſures loudly blaCd, 
And all thy Dooms ſevere. 

In Bleſ ings mad, in Suffering low, 
Swift in thy boaſting Tongue,inthy Performance ſlow. 


Theſe and thy other Sins with Grief confeſt, 620 
In 57s Refolve let all thy Sorrows reſt, 
Thy faulty Life to mend, 
' Then to my Honour 2! thy Self. reſign, 
And let thy Z»7y, let thy Soul be rae, 
To Methy Thoughts aſcend ! 


$0 
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| -- $0 ſhallthy Sacrifice be ſweet, 


] And in his Supper Thou thy Deareſt Saviour meet. 


Give but thy Self in this ; no Sacrifice 
Can pleaſe me more, no purer Incenſe riſe 
From Altars here below. 630 
If thus a Man with all his Might repent, 
My Grace ſhall then his Future Woes prevent ; 
And Life on him beſtow. 
Il ftraight expunge his fatai Score, (more: 
Bleſs Him with endieſs Smiles, and mark his Sins no 


VIIL. 
He endurd the Croſs; 


Chriſt, 

HUS o#the Croſs I ſtretch'd my bleeding Arms. 

 _ And thus my naked Limbs expos'd ; 
Thus 1 diflolv'd dark Hell's malignant Charms; 

And thus thy Wars with Heav'n compos'd; 

I gave my Self a Sacrifice, 

And bore what elſe thy Soul had born: 

O on my Weunds then turn thy Eyes! 
See how my Brows the ſanguine Drops adorg f 
Offer, O offer then thy Self to Me, 


A Sacrifice ſublim?d and pure ! 
Se, 9 
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O be thy Strength, thy beſt AﬀetRtions free ! 
O may I but thy Self procure ! | 
Give Me thy Self ;, the Gift VII prize, 
But All without thy Self deſpiſe. 


Thy Longings nothing could on Earth ſuffice ; 650 

Shouldſt thou but miſs thy Maker there, 
Thro Me alone in Price thy Bleſſings riſe, 

I all the nobleſt Gifts endear. 

And canſt thou dream large Hecatombs 

Should ſatisfy what God requires ? 

Think'ſt Thou I feed on what conſumes, 
With noiſom Stench, and in material Fires ? 
No; I thy Self, Dear Soul ! thy Al command, 

Give then, O give thy Self to Me ! 

L leave my Body in thy faithful Hand, 669 

I offerd all my Self for Thee ; 

Dearly, Pm ſure, I purchas*d Thee; 

Give then, O give thy Self to Me ! 


But give it freely ; or the Gift will be 
A poor unworthy Sacrifice : 

If I muſt only have a Part in Thee, 
No happy Union thence can riſe. 
A Frce-Will-Offering finds a place - 
With God, and to thy Self allures 


Vaſt 
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Vaſt Liberty, and wondrous Grace, 670 
Which none, while of himſelf too fond, procures. 
I've ſaid ; Unleſs a Man his All forſake, 
He's no Diſciple fit for Me 5 
And wouldſt thou one of my Attendants make, 
From all inferiour Service free ? 
Wouldſt Thou my bleſt Diſciple be ? 
Give then, O give thy Self to Me ! 


IX, 
Offer unto God Thanksgiving, and pay thy Vows 
unto the Moſt High, | 


Believer. 
\ HAT e're this Lower World contains, 
Dear Lord, is Thine ; 
And ſince a Free-Iill-Offering Favour gains, 680 
I here to Thee my Self reſign. 
Lord, with a Heart ſincere, 
I freely offer up my Self to Thee, 
My faithful Service, and obſequious Fear, 
A Sacrifice of Praiſe to be. 
When I thy Self, Dear Lord, receive, 
And round thy Table ſmiling Angels wait, 
O don't my glorious Hopes decelve ! 
V 2 
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Bur-1et it be 
New Life to'Me 1 69gc 
Let Me thy heavenly Grace, thy Loves participate ' 


Ay Sins, Dear Lord, for Love of Thee 
'T facrifice, 
Thoſe Sins with which, from early Infancy, 
[ durſt offend thy ered Eyes; 
Lo! at thy Altars here 
I caſt them all !. O let:thy burning Love 
Conſume them! Lord, my ſinful Conſcience clear, 
And all the Stains'of Sin remove ! 
That Grace which Sin had loſt before, 7c 
That Grace of which my Self my Self bereav'd, 
O to my Soul, Dear Logs reſtore ! 
| Smile, Lord: on Me. 
And let Me be 
To thy immortal Kiſs, thy boundleſs Peace receiv'e. 


Pye ſinn'd; Fm loft; Lord, what ſhall i 
| For Pardon do ? 
P11 at thy Feet with deep Confeſſion lie, 
And all my Tears for Guilt renew; 


Atone, my God, for Me ! 719 | 


ly Thee I'll offer up nnceaſing Cries, 
11 cfier vp unceaſing Prayers to Thee 3 
Look down, O Iook with gracious Eyes ! 


- "oor oo " 
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I hate my Sins, 1 hate them All, 
Lord, I repent indeed ! T mourn and grieve, 
O ſave Me from a future Fall / | 
My Sins paſs o're ! 
Waſh out my Score ! 


My Soul with Blood redeem'd, with precious Blood re- 


(licve ? 
I here for Mercy, Lord, reſign 720 
Hy Seif to Thee, 
O dowt repay thoſe black Deſerts of Mine, 
But in thy Goodneſs deal with Me! 
My faireſt Actions here, 
Poor, weak, alas! I offer up to Thee, 
O let *um grateful in thy Sight appear, 
Adorn'd with Lite and Sanctity. 
My Soul for nobler Actions wing, 
And Me a ſenſeleſs Brute, a worthleſs Slave, 
By thy all-prudent Tondud bring 730 
| \ To that bleſt Place, 
Where well-us'd Grace 


Shall all the bright Rewards of full PerfeCtion have ! 


Lord, at thy Feet I humbly lay 
My juſt Defire, 
For Friends, Relations, BenefaQtors pray, 
And all who my Relief require, 
Y 3 
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For them thy Aids diſpoſe ! 
From Pains, from Dangers, from Afictions free, 
Let them thy dear reviving Smiles diſcloſe, 740 
And ſing their grateful Hymns to Thee ! 
Where others, Lord, have injur'd 2c, 
\Vhere 7 have injur'd others, O forgive, 
O let our numerous Failures be 
All gently paſt, 
And we at laſt 
!{n mutual Charity, and God's Embraces live. 


ord, let our doubtful Hearts be free 
From Jealouſy ! (we 
From Wrath, from Malice, all thoſe Crimes which 
Ofr 1 in cach others Tempers ſee ; 751 
And let thy Grace remove 
What &re Difruft in Chriſtian Souls can raiſe, 
Or Charity confound, or murder Love, 
Or Nature's craſy State betrays. 
Mercy, we Mercy, Lord, implore, 
©n needy Souls thy Mercy, Lord, beſtow ! 
And Grace from thy unbounded Store ! 
Till happy we 
May live with Thee, 759 


\\ liere-endleſs Mercy Ga boundleſs Pleaſures 
(flow. 


XN 
Fd] 


i) 
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X. 


Not forſaking the Aſſembling of your ſetves 
together, as the Manner of ſome is. 


Chr iſt, (mand ba 
Wo Thou thy Paſſions ntmoſt Rage com- 
Wouldſt Thou againſt infernal Malice 
ſtand? 
More watchful yet, and ſtronger grow ? 
Here the Springs of Mercy flow ; 
Here I every Grace beſtow ; 
Here my Servants kindly know. 
Oft at my Altars, oft prepar'd appear, 
And oft thowlt meet thy mighty Saviour there. 
Hell knows what Strength my Fleſh and Blood can 
give, TD 
And tries a thouſand Means and Ways, 
And all his ſubtle Art diſplays 
To make the doubtful Soul in pinching Hunger live. 


When for my Supper pious Souls are dreſt, 
They*r oft by Hell's delufive Wiles diftreit. 


V 4 He'{!l 
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He'll {till among my Sons appear, 
Scatter Care and ſenſleſs Fear ; 
And, tho I my ſelf am near, 
Try to make Diſturbance there. 
Scorn then his Terrors,tho deform'd and foul, 780 
And let Himſelf beneath the Burden how! ! 
Let neither Sloth nor Coldneſs raviſh Thee, 
| HelPs Malice, nor impoſing Art 
Enſave or turn thy yielding Heart, 
Whenit on joyful Wings ſhould fly to feaſt with Me. 


He'll tell Thee, Holy Cheat ! He'll tell Thee, there 
Thy Preparations ſhould be more ſevere ;, 
ut Thou haſt ner confeſt thy Sin, 
Newer zet Repentance in, 
Never cleans'd thy ſelf within, 790, 
And wouldſt now in vain begin ? 
If this be true, fly deareſt Soul, O fly, 
And at my Feet with deep Contrition lie ! 
Before my Prieſt thy Follies humbly lay ; 
He bears my ſacred Character, 
And his abſolving Hands confer { Day. 
True Life on contrite Souls, and Comforts cloudlcis 


Throw off Hell's Poiſon from thy fainting Soul ! 
Sins Burden from thy drooping Conſcience roll ! 
Fly 


V 
4 


| WW \ 
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Fly then, dear Soul! O fly to Me! | 800 
TI thy happy Shelter be, 
| Set Thee ſoon from Bondage free : 
'-Fly, dear Soul, O fly to Me! 
Name not to Morrow, that's a tedious Day, 
Now, now thy own Internal State {urvey ; 
Don't with ſome ſtnpid Brutes my Feaſt forbear, 
Leſt They more firmly ty*d ſhould be 
To ſave themſelves, and honour Me, 
But let thoſe Yows renew'd my ſacred Feaſt endear. $09 


How low's their Love's and their Devotion's Tide, 
Who can ſo ſoon from their Engagements lide ? 
How dear, how truly welcom's He «= 
Who preſerves his Conſcience free, 
Lives in Faith and Purity, 
And is always fit for Me ? | 
Sometimes thy SouP's touch'd with an awſul Fear, 
Or may for ſome important Cauſe torbear : 
But if encroaching $S/-th thy Heart detain, | 
O ſhake it quickly off, and I | 


Will to thy fervent Boſom fly, $2 
And thou ſhalt Loves renew'd, and glowing Fervours 
(gain. 


If juſtly abſent, let thy chearful Will, 
Thy eager ThonpEts approach my Altars ſþill, 


| 


live 


ee—_—_ 
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Live ſo adorn'd with Innocence, 
Lively Faith, and heavenly Senſe, 
As may leave Thee no pretence, 
With Attendance to diſpenſe. 
But when the Son of God aſſum®d the Man, 
hen his dear bloody Death thy Life began, 
When He ſhook off Death's Chains, and climb'd theSkies, 
When He the glorious Spirit ſent, 831 
New Loves for Loves renew'd preſent ; (riſe ! 
And let Devotion's Flames with greater Brightneſs 


But He who waits for none but Feſtivals, 
Between them oft to Sin remilly falls. 
Then happy's He, and truly wiſe, 
Who, by conſtant Exerciſe, 
Can to ſuch a temper riſe ; 
Duty can't his Heart ſurprize, 
Zome then ; but Antient Prudent Rules obey, 844 
Abhor the buſy Fools fantaſtick Way, | 
Break not the Churches Peace, but wiſely wave 
Tiny whym/zea Schemes for Publick Good - 
Who cuts the Zanks, lets in a boundleſs Flood, 
Nor can the jrighted Boor his drowning Paſtures ſave. 


Al. 
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XI. 


Search the Scriptures ! Lord, evermore give 
us this Bread, 


Believer. 
Eareſt Jeſus, kindeſt Lord ! 


What Sweets that happy Soul may taſte, 
\V ho feeds with Thee at thy immortal Board, 
That Board where S:ners only faſt ! 
Where Thou thy Self art All, 850 
Meat, Drink, Inviter, Waiter, Principal; 
More lov'd by faithful Souls, and more deſir'd 
Than all thoſe glittering Toys by carnal Fools ad- 
(mir'd. 
Ah! how pleaſant, Lord, and ſweet 
Should Tears of Holy Sorrow be ! 
How ſhould I love to waſh thy ſacred Feet, 
And prove a Magdalen to Thee ! 
But where's that flagrant Mind : 
Where can 1 Sorrows Holy Fountains find ? $59 
My Heart ſhould fall in Tears, in Flames ſhould riſe, 
Since Thou art here indeed, and ſeen by faithful Eyes, 


Lord, my ſinful dazling Sight 
Can't thy f::!! Beams of Glory bear ; 


Nor 


300 The (Chriſtin Book IV. 


Nor could the World ſubſiſt, ſhould all the Light | 
Of thy Majeſtic Brows appear. 
It's wondrous Goodneſs all, 
Fhat God beneath my Cognizance ſhould fall ; 
That I ſhould him in holy Signs adore, (fore. 
Before whoſe Servile Form bright Angels bow'd be- 


O may I contented prove 870 
Tolive and walk in Fazth*s purc Light, 
Till that Eternal Day ſhall dawn above, 
' P And Shades and Figures take their flight ! 
When that great Day ſhall ſhine, 
Then glorious Saints ſhall bask in Beams Divine, 
View all the Godhead's dark Abyſs, and ſee 
That Word made Fleſh of old, engulph Eternity. 


When I read thoſe Wonders ore, 
Scarce inward Joys can pleaſe my Mind ; 
I ſcorn what ere I {aw or heard before, 38 
- 1a thy glorious Face can find. 
O witneſs, Lord, for Me ! 
No Comfort 1, no Reſt can find but Thee - 
And fince thy Face no Afortal Eyes can view, 
Let me that future Bliſs with Patient Love puriue ! 
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—— 


Thus the Saints, enthron'd with Thee, 

TW” Effects of. Faith and Patience found : 
Vy Faith, My Hope's the ſame.z O-maylI be 

By Faith with equal Glories.crown'd ! 

By their Examples, I 890 
Soar with an active Faith to reach the Sky : 
My Rules, my Comforts, Lord, thy Scriptures are, 
And my declining Hopes thy Fle{h aud Blood repair. 


Life a wretched Load would be, 
If we no Zzght, no Food cauld meet : 
Rot, Lord, thou makſt thy Fleſh a Feaſt: for me, 
Thy Word\a Lamp toguide my feet ; 
| On theſel ſweetly live. 
Light to my Soul thy ſacred Writings give ; 
And when I at thy Altars,' Lord, appear, -* goo 
{ find the Bread of Life, the great Elixtrthere. | 


| Theſe th? Exchequer-Tables are, 
| Where all the Churches Treaſure lies : 
| To Tits pure Souls for Holy Food repair, 
| ToThatto clear their Cloudy Eyes: 
That thro Faith's perfe&t Ways, 
} And thro the Yail to th* holteſt Place conveys. 


4 Bleſt 


The ( briſtian Book IV. 
Bleſt be my Feſus, Light of endleſs Light ! (invite 
Whoſe Servants wandring Souls to MWiſdom!'s Springs 


= 


| Bleſt, Obleſt be thy great Name, y1o 
Dear Maker! dear Redeemer ! who | 
Couldſt Love immenſe to ſinkingWorlds proclaim; 
Yet not 4 Paſchal Figure ſhow, 
; But wouldſt thy Self appear ! 
Expoſe thy Fleſh the faithful Heart to chear, 
Pour Healthful Sweets into the ſaving Bowl, 
While joyful Angels wait around the thirty Soul. 


O how glotious is the Seat 
By Thee to happy Prieſts aſlign'd ! 
Who ſtill when they thy awful Words repeat, 925 
Thy Efficacious Preſence find, 
And daily feaft on Thee ! 
How clean their Hands, how pure their Hearts 
ſhould be ! 
Good Works ſhould their untainted Hands employ, 
Their Lips be Love's ſweet Springs, their Hearts the 
Thrones of Joy. 


Thus toPrieſts their Lord declares, 

I'm all Eſſential Holineſs ; 
O Ye, who wait on my Divine Affairs, 
The fame accepted Grace expreſs ' 
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'O, with a fmngle Eye, 930 
With Modeſt Looks approach the Myſtery ! 
Tour Hands unſpotted to thoſe Alt ars raiſe, 
Mhere God,” at Tour Requeſt, his wondrous Love diſplays. 


O may We, to Prieſthood rais'd, 
Thy Gracious Influences find ; 
For Holy Lives and pure Devotions prais'd, 
And to internal Peace refin'd. 
And, tho our Lives may fail, 
O let our Tears above our Crimes prevail; 93g 
While We with humbler Souls, and warmer Love, 
In all thy acred Ways with ſwift Obedience move ! 


XII. 


He who Eats and Drinks unworthily, Eats and 
Drinks his own Damnation. 


| Chriſt. 
| J Love the Pure, and Holineſs beſtow, 
I love within a well-purg*d Heart to reſt : 
Up then ! my kind Approaches know ! 
Know who deſigns to he thy glorious Gueſt : 
Ariſe! thy nobleſt Room prepare, 


Let it be furniſh'd well, and large, and fair. 
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DE EIS > 


I, with a- alariens Tratn, 'deſign 
To eat the. Paſchal Zamb:with Thee; -: 
And can thy Heart embrace a\Gneſt Divine, 95" 
Who would a conſtant Inmate;he ?. . 
Purge then that Old fermenting Poiſon well, | 
And let no Darling Sin within thy Boſom dwell ! | 4 


Caſt off the Fallies of a-inful Age; . + : 
And all the vicious modyh Rout exclude ; 
- Thy Sins with butter Tears engage, 
And fly, O fly the Godlefs. Mnltitude ! .. 
. The Lover, when his Miftreis comes,” 
| Withcoſtly Arras hangs his faireſt Rooms, 
And hopes his nice expenſive Care 966 } 
{ay to ber Eyes bis Flames declare. 
But know, ſhouldſt thou a thouſand Years enjoy: 
Andall thy buſy Thoughts employ : : 
The Preparation of a thouſand Years, 
To what my Juſtice claims, a ſmall Proportion bears. 


Thow'lt feed before Ae; but the Privilege, 

Not thy Deſerts, *bur Grace and Mercy g cave; 
"Nor would a ftarving Slave alleds 

Deſer t, ſhould He a rich Man's Bounty crave; 
And, at his Table teaſted, He 979 


Could but ſubmiſſive there, and unlea) be. 
Cone 


Book IVY. Pattern paraphras'd; 05 


Come then, Dear Soul, but not of Courſe ; 
Approach, but not compelPd by Force! 
> | O come with boly Love, and anful Fear, 

| And at my Marriage-Feaſt appear ! 

| , I call Thee, Linvite Thee freely, I | 

| Atthy ſubmiſs approach will all thy Wants ſupply; 


Praiſe God when I Devotion's Grace beſtow ; 
Praiſe not thy Merits, but my Mercy praiſe. 
If thy Devotions colder grow, 939 
Thy Prayers, thy Sighs importunately raiſe; 
Ceaſe not thy Prayers and Tears, till I 
With rilling Grace thy thirſty Soul ſupply. 
Thou need'ſt 2, I've no want of Thee, = 
Nor can thy Knees advantage Me ; 
I come to better thy Defective Mind, 
Thou convſt a Smiling God to find ; 
Thov'dſt fain be One with 24e, thy Grace renew, 
And with reviving Flames a hoiler Life purſue, g9g 


Dowt then my offer*d Grace, my Favours ſlight, 

But thy poor Heart with utmoſt Pains prepare z 
Him, whom thy Soul adores, invite, 

And graſp and hold Him with a faithful Care 5 
But ne're in Preparations relt, 


Nor when the Feaſt is paſt unguard thy Brealt z 
X Ks 
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Be careful when the Banquet?s o're, 
As when a Gueſt deſignd before. 
He toik as much who would his Poſt maintain, 
As He who Wealth at firſt would gain. 
The Heart ſtll kept will but prepare it more, 1000 
And add new Floods of Grace to thoſe imbib'd before. 


What can fit Thee more to feaſt with Me, 
Than to be far in Worldly Fancies loſt ? 
What cana greater miſchief be, 
Than a Yain Heart by carnal Foys engroſsd ? 
O fly the World's alluring Cheat, 
And, to enjoy thy God, from Crowds retreat 5 
Of Me, thy deareſt Lord, poſleſt, 
No crafty Thief can rob thy Breaſt. 
Lo! I am He whoall thy Boſom claim, 1616 
I can't endure a RivaPs Name; 
_ Put off thy ſelf then, hide thy Life in me, 
And live from every Care, and every Torment free ? 


» — 


XIE: 


— 
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XIII. 
With my Whole Heart have 1 ſought Thee, O let 


Me not wander ! 


Believer. 
HO, Lord, will give that Grace to Me, 
That I may cloſe with None but Thee ? 
And, to enjoy my SouPs Dear Ovjet?, may 
My Boſom, and my taithful Arms diſplay ? 
Then ſhall I all inferiour Things deſpiſe ; 
No Creature ſhall diſtract my Eyes; 
My Words with Thee my Life, and Thine with Me, 
Shall ſoft as whiſpering Lovers be, IO2L 
Or Friends when they with F riends agree. 


This, Lord, my utmoſt Wiſh ſhall be, 
Tolive, and to be One with Thee ; 

ThatI, withdrawn from all the World below; f 

May fonder of Eternal Glories grow ; 

Swiftly to thy ador'd Communion fly, 

And oft to Thee my Heart apply. 

Ah when ſhallI, Dear God ! engulph'd in Thee; 
Forget my ſelf, and only bs 1030 
Evtr in Thee, and Thou.in Me ! 

X 2 Tho 


i. 


TE mmm 
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Ae 


Thou art my beſt Belov'd, my Dear, 
In whom my Soul's Delights appear ; 
Search thro the World, view all the Wiſe, the Fair, 
None, None can with my God, my Life compare, 
Thou lay*ſt thoſe rugged Storms which rend my 
Heart ; 
Thy Smiles unfading Peace impart 3 
Thy Counſels, Deareſt Lord, are dark, but wiſe , 
Thy Way obſcur'd toImpious Eyes, 
Yet plain to th' Meck and Humble lies. 1040 


Lord, how thy Spirit gently blows ! 

How ſweet thy charming Kindneſs flows ! 
That to thy Own thou mightſt thy Love declare, 
Thou'dit with Celeſtial Food their Strength repair. 
None, Lord, like Us can boaſt of God ſo near, 

None to their Maker ſeem ſo Dear ; 

To make our Souls on Wings of Comfort riſe, 

Thy Fi9h, thy Bl»vd our Want ſupplies, 

And lifts us high above the Skies. 


No Tribes c're gain'd fo bright a Fame, 1959 
As thoſe who bear their Saviour's Name. 
What Creature e're was to his Lord ſo near, 
' As Ez whom pure Devotion's Flames endear ? 


Man, 
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Man, whom his Maker enters, whom He feeds, 
Whoſe Life from 71yſtic Fleſh proceeds. 

O condeſcending Grace ! O Love Immenſg! 
Beyond our Words, beyond our Senſe, 
Beyond all Dreams of Recompence ! 


What ſhall I render, Lord, to Thee 
For all thy wondrous Loves to Ae ? 1060 
A Heart, a bumble Heart is all my Store, 
FIl give Thee That; nor can I give Thee more : 
Unite my Heart with Thee, and all within 
Shall Hymns of Holy Praiſe begin. 
Call then; My Heart ſhall Eccho, Lord, to Thee, 
I'm Tbine ,, Olive, My God, in Me! (ſhall be. 
That Prayer of all my Hopes the Central Point 


XIV. 


Whoſe Faith follow, confidering the End of their 
Converſation, 


Believer. 
O How deep the Treaſures are, 
Dear Lord, of thy Immortal Sweets ! 
How inexhauſtible the Share, 1070 
Which There thy happy Servant meets! 


X 3 When 


-» 
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When | on that Prodigious Flame reflect, 
W hich fill'd thy happy Saints of old; 
Whenl their Grace, their Love, their Zeal reſped, 
Their As in Starry Books enrolPd ; 
1 die with One Eternal Bluſh confus'd, 
By my Own luke-warm Heart accus'd, 
Which had thy Loves ſooft, thy ſacred Feaſts abus'd, 


Lord, I bluſh to think how dry, 
How unaffected there I came ; 1080 
My Soul untouch'd by Sympathy, 
Unmov'd by any purer Flame. 
Others, by vaſt De/res and Loves poſleR, 
To Tears unſluc'd their Foyful Eyes ; 
The Floods, the Flames, with equal violence preſt, 
Would both with equal Fulneſs riſe ; 
* " They'd pant for Drops from Life's pure Springs 
diſtilPd, 
Nor would their facred Longings yield, 
Till with Immortal Focd, and endleſs Pleaſures fill'd, 


O how ſoon their Fazth could pierce 
The Shell of that Myſterious Feaſt ! 1097 
How broken Bread, to Longings fierce, | 
Their wounded dying Lord expreſt ! 


Bat, 


GT. azar 


— 


But, Lord, how oft my cold Aﬀections fail ? 
What Damps my Infant-Heats o'reflow ? 
Jeſus, for Pity let my Sighs prevail, 
Some Cordial on a Wretch beſtow ! 
O let my Faith, my Hope, my Loverenew?d, 
With more extenſive Strength endu'd, 
Only for anna long, and loath inferiour Food ! 
1109 
But thy Mercies, Lord, are great, 
And can the Graces beg'd beſtow, 
And fill me with Superiour Heat, 
And make my Paſſions fiercely glow. 
Tho ſhort of Heroes, yet thy Grace may find 
Some Seeds in my unmanag'd Heart : 
Tho ſhort of Heroes, my aſpiring Mind 
Graſps at the better, nobler Part. 
O let my Failures be by Mercy paſt, 


Till with thy happy Heirs at laſt 1170 
I may Eternal Sweets, Eternal Glories taſte ! 
XV. 
T dwell alſo with Him who is of a Contrite ayd 
Humble Spirit. 


Chriſt, WET Thou Devotion's Grace obtain ? 
Or inward _ Ardour gaia ? 
X 4 
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' O ſeek it Early, ſeek it Late ; 
Let thy Petitions prove Importunate ! 
With Patience, and with Faith expect the Dole; 
Embrace it cloſely in a lowly Soul ; 
Improve it when it's gair'd 3 but leave (cejye. 
God te appoint the Time when thou ſhalt Grace re- 


If Thou no Heat within canſt find, 1120 
No lively Flames enlarge thy Mind, 
O let that Thought abate thy Pride ! 

Yet not between thy Soul and Hopes divide ! 

One happy Moment oft that Gift beſtows, 

W hich many tedious Years could ne're diſcloſe : 
God anſwers oft the Prayer at laſt, 

Which ſeem'd refus'd before,ere half theSuit was paſt. 


Should Flames ruſh in at once, the Soul 
Could ne're their rapid Force controul, 
O then with Hopeful Patience wait! 113g 
if Sins obſtru&, or Sins thy Zeal rebate z 
Small Sins may oft obſcure or hinder Grace, 
(lf thoſe be ſmall which mighty Gifts deface) 
But Smaller Great, when once ſubdu'd, 
Grace may be new infus'd,or Grace,decay'd,renew'd. 


T9 
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To God ſubmit thy Self, thy All, 

And nee thy l:npring Luſts recal! 

Then Calms will ſoon o'reſpread thy Mind, 
In Union with thy mighty Lord combin'd. 
God's W:l} ſhall then thy utmoſt Zongings move : 
*T will Sapid all, and all Delightful prove, 1141 

He's only fit for Heavenly Fires, | 

Who, to his God reſign'd, ſubdues his Pain Deſires. 


A Heart from Earthly Paſſions free, 
Empty of Creature-Vanity ; 
A Heart all Clean, a Soul all Bright, 
W1il all the Bleſſings of its Lord invite. 
The Man who theſe inferiour Things defies, 
The more He, to Himſelf corrupted, dies, 
Grace Fuller, Swifter, Stronger gains, 11 59D 
And his unfetter'd Soul to endleſs Glory ſtrains, 


Hell ſee, -and Heaven's vaſt Stores admire, 
And, glowing with Etherial Fire, 
He'll to his Father's Hand reſign, 
And His to God's Eternal Will confine. 
That happy Man, who with a /zngle Heart 
Seeks God,and won't from Heavenly Reaſon ſtart; 
| That 
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That Happy Man muſt ſure be bleſt, 
Of Ged, ſo warmly ſought, and Godlike Grace poſleſt, 


When Ze before my Table kneels, I16g 
He Extaſy and Rapture feels ; 
And, from above, ſwift Flames Divine 
With his bright Souls znternal Glories twine. 
And ſince his Maſter's Praiſe He values more, 
Than his own Comforts, or his private Store, 
To be for ever One with Me, 
Ot His SeIf-Congqueſts all the great Reward ſhall be. 


XVI. 
He filleth the Hungry Soul with Gladnefs, 


Behever. 
Own Zeſus ! Deareſt Lord ! 
For whom my eager Paſſions long ; 
O now my pointed Griefs record, I170 
How weak my Heart, my Wants how ſftroug / 
How loſt in Vices, how immerſt in Woes, 
Tempted, diſturb'd, opprelſt by angry Foes, 
Tainted without, poiſon'd within 
With the baleful Weeds of Sin ! 


. 


Lord, 
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Lord, to Thee for Help I fly ! 

For Comfort and Support to Thee 

I, O All-knowing God, apply !: 

Who all my private thoughts canſt ſee. 
From Thee true Comfort, true Aſſiſtance flows; 11889 
Thy Wiſdom my defeftive Nature knows 3 

| More indigent than all beſide, 
— Till with Vertue's Sweets ſupply'd. 


Naked here and Poor I ſtand, 

And pitying Grace with Tears deſire : 

O feed Me with a bounteous Hand ; 

Enflame my Heart with Loves ſoft Fire ! 
With thy bright Preſence ſcale my gloomy Eyes ; 
Embitter what my Soul on Earth can prize; 
_ ToÞatienceall my Woes convert, 1199 

| And from Creatures purge my Heart ' E, 


Lift my Heart above the Skies, 
Nor let it wander here below ; 
Let me all Earthly Foys deſpiſe, 
And Sweets which from the Creature flow ! 
Be thou my richeſt Bread, my nobleſt Wine, 
My Love Eſſential, and my Joy Divine 3 


Ever, 


Or Ia EF ern WEED ng Int > Or SE DAISY 
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Ever, O Deareſt Jeſus, be 
All that's ſweet and good to Me ! 


[ 1 


Let thy Prejexce, Lord, enflame Me ! 1200 | 
O warm, O burn, O change me quite ! |; 
And to thy Owa bleſt Nature frame Me, 
Endu'd with Vigour, Beam'd with Light ! 
Let A/c with Thee in Secret Unions move, 
And melt Me throughly with the Flames of Love ! 
Nor, from thy Table let my Heart 
Thirſty ere or Hungry part ! 


Letthy Mercies work on Me 

VWorRdrous 25 in thy Saints of ofd ! 
O may, withont a Prodigy, £219 
Celeftial Heats my All enfold ! 

I frak 5 but Thou, the right Eterngl Fae 

7n Ae, make me above the Clouds aſpire ! 

My latelleQzals fix above, 

And refine my Soul with Love ! 
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XVII. | 
| But the Fruit of the Spirit « Love, Joy, &c. 


Believer. 
Ith true Devotions,and with fervent Love, 
And with a Heart reſign'd, 
And with an Ardent Mind, 
Tow'rd thy Altars, Lord, I move. 
Thy Holy Saints, thy Servants, Lord, of old, 
Were very rarely in Devotion cold, a 
But with Humility 
j They'd bow before thy Face 
' O may I ſo approach to Thee, 
' Dear Lord, great Source of Heavenly Grace ! 
And with a faithful Soul thy offer'd Loves embrace ! 


I know I merit Nothing, but I bring 
A willing Heart to Thee ; 
As if my Love could be 
Rais'd from ſome Eternal Spring. 1230 
Whatever Vows the pureſt Minds conceive, 
I with ſubmiſſive Veneration leave 
Before my God, my King, 
Nor wouldI Part detain, 
Ay All 1 for ag Offering bring ; 
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Let others Sacrilege maintain, 
Fd with a Heart entire my Saviour entertain. 


O Thou my Lord, my God, whoſe wondrous Art 
Firſt rais'd my curious Mould, 
And, when to Follies ſold, 1240 
Did the Kind Redeemer's part. 
Let Me my Lord with ſuch firm Loves embrace, 
Such Awe, ſuch thankful Praiſe, ſuch humble Grace, 
Such Faith, Hope, Purity, 
As that bleſt Maid of old, 
When whit her WomPs leſt Fruit ſhould be, 
With Smiles the cheerful Angel told, 
Zo! I thy Servant Lord! Thy kind Engagements hold ! 


—_ ng OT ARSE. , 


So thy great Harbinger, the Bapt:/t, too, 
Thoin his Mother's Womb, 
| Before thee found a Room, 125i | 
His exulting Joys to ſhew. 1 
And, when He ſaw thee paſſing, humbly cry'd, | 
Lo there the Bridegroom of the Glorious Bride ! 
And1I, bis Friend, with Joy 
His ſacred Language hear 
O may I ſo my Thoughts employ ! 
When I before thy Face appear, 
May my exulting Heart the Robes of Gladgeſs' wear! 
F're 


Book IV. Pattern paraphras'd. 319 


P've heard of Holy Saints with Joys enfland, 
Tili the contending Soul 1261 
Could not the Force controul, 
W hich their inward Foys proclaim'd. 
Pve heard of Exta/ies, and wondrous Lights, 
And Glorious Viſzons, and Myſterious Flights. 
Pre heard the Creature loud 
— Thy mighty Acts reſound - 
May I, with inward Heat endow*d, 
Spread thy Iluſtrious Glories round, 
My Heart with boundleſs Joys, and heavenly Rap- 
tures crown'd, 1270 


Accept my Vows, Dear Lord, accept my Praiſe, 
| Thoſe holy Hymns, which 1 
| Would to Infinity, | 
| Vaſt as thy Immenſeneſfs, raiſe. (Praiſe 
4 Praiſe, Lord, I owe Thee, and would give Thee 
Thro? ſhorteſt Moments, and thro? longeſt Days 
Nor would 1, Lord, alone, 
Thy Praiſes celebrate, 
Pd draw the bleſſed Angels down, 
Pd move the World's united State, 1282 
T ill they in Deathleſs Songs thy Gracious Ads relate. 


vo ers AS; , 


May 
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May the wide World, the many-Languag'd Tribe, 
With Fervour, Lord, proclaim 
Thy Ever-glorious Name, 
And tothy Renown ſubſcribe ! 
May We, who here with awful Reverence feed, 
From Faith to Faith, from Love to Love proceed, 
Till we with mutual Prayers 
Each others Health implore, 
And, freed from all inferiour Cares, 1296 
And, fed from thy Immortal Store, 
I: live and ever love, but jar and faint no mare« 


XVII. 
The ſecret things belong unto the Lord our God, 


Chriſt. EE 
EE how the dreadful Peſt o'te-flows, 
How ſwift the dark malignant Angel flies, 
Enters the Heart, and thence infes the Eyes ! 
See how the Fiend triumphant grows, 
And ſpreads the curious fatal Temper round, 


And makes the /ballow Fool attempt the Deeps pro- 
| | (found. 


Poor 


——_—_—_— 


Book IV. Pattern paraphrasd. 


” CO ACCESS VE _ 


Poor Man, abus'd by Reaſon*s Glare, 
Will needs into hs Maker's Secrets pry, 1300 
And comprehend Myſterious Majeſty, 
And all his boundleſs Powers declare. 
Reaſon a Star till Sin obſcur 'd the World, 
And from its lofty Sphere the radiant Subſtance hurl. 


| It ſhines ſtill, but with faded Light, 
| Dim, and uncertain, and with Scurf o'relaid , 
Yet now would thoſe ſuperiour Orbs invade, 
It ſhunwd, with native I uſtre bright. | 
Then Man his mighty Soveraign's Nature knew, 
But from the dark Reſearch with awful Wiſlom for, 


il1zt09 


They'd now with falſe Philoſophy, 
Falſe Reaſon, falle Diſcourſe, and falſe De/; 32, 
Beyond the harmleſs Protoplaſt refine ; 
And, with a ſawcy Caring Eye, 
Anatomize and quite decipher Me, (Deir. 
And like themſelves would bouna and mould rhe 


Can't they diſcern how Three are O::« ! 
Can't they conceive how One ſub/3/s i Throe 2 
Can't they my Graces ſmalleſt Movements fee 

Thro? Holy Inſtitutions drawn? 13 


A 
Y Tho 
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Tho Scripture both in plaineſt Words deſcry, 
They'l unfclt Trutz; abjure, and z7-.: £m Sod the 7: 


With rotting Limbs and taintec. -013, 
They ſcorn the modeſt Ch:.:tians humble Flight ; 
Banter's thery Senſe, ana 3:2.yphemy their Light : 

Yet while to Hei; Uliey unk in Sholes, 
Men mult their worldl; H/iſdom s Reach adaire, 

Who for a Carnal Crew a Carnai God deſire. 


Blind with the Beams of ſacred Light, 
As Bitts they flutter in a Cloudleſs Air, 1339 
Nor can my 44ajeſty*s Refulgence bear, 
But gaſp and ſicken at the Sight. 
They*d my vaſt Sphere to their ſhort Span confine ; 
Or like the ſwelling Toad with Oxlike Greatneſs ſhine, 


For ſhame Jet Brutes at laſt believe, 
God may be morethan Xſan can Underſtand, 
Nor can they reach to Jiis All-powerful Hand. 
The bumble Soul may Truth retrieve ; 
And He who bows his Head to Antrent Lore. 
May grow more wiſe at Ja, tho but a Foo! before. 


Ble{t, ever bleſt be ſober Minds, t347 
Who won't for needleſs Queſtions wildly range, 


No: 
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Nor Revelation for their Reaſon change ! 
W hat Heaps eternal Darkneſs finds, 
Who, with their humbler Senſe difſatisf'd, 
Too near the ſcorching Sun on waxen Wings would 
(ride. 
I in a favour'd Saint demand, 
Not ſuch a wondrous Reach, or Senſe profound, 
But ad:ive Faith with Holy PraGice crown'd. 
And can that Ideot underſtand 1350 
The 2yſtick Movements of Unbounded Will, 
Who in a paltry Fly confounds his utmoſt Skill ? 


Tome, dear Soul, thy Senſe ſubmit ! 
To mighty Faith let ſhatter”d Reaſon yield, 
Not, like a Rebel, proudly keep the Field ! 
I'll give Thee apprebenſve Wit, 
 _ Lead Thee with heavenly Wiſdon?s conſtant Lizht 
Thro all the dangerous Gloom of IntellefFual Night. 


Their Faith, my Preſence, ſome diſpute, 1359 
In Bread and Wine, with Vapours both amus'd 
By Hell's black King, in Reaſon's Garb, Eiffus'd. 
Be thou to all his Queſtions mute, 
Thy Faith to my unfailing Word reſign ; | 
Kel's King will quickly fly before the Sword Divine. 


y 2 Yet 
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Yet when the Devil baits Thee ſo, 
It proves Thee, not by Heaven deſerted quite; 
Hell ſcorns againſt his certain Slaves to fight, | 
But wherethe Plants of Yertue grow, 
H:1Itry a thouſand Arts the Roots to kill, 1369 
Ar on the blooming Hopes his blaſtins Dews diſtil. 


O to my Altars then prefer | 
A Faith unmov'd, and ſuppliant Rewerence ! 
And tho thou feel'ſt thy own imperfet Senſe, 
To me the myſtick Part refer ! 
Who in Himſelf confides, Himſelf deceives 
Bt God the faithful Soul in no Amuſement leaves. 


My Walk with honeſt Hearts is free, 
My Counſels I to humble Souls reveal, 
And ncedful Truths to prideleſs Babes unſeal, 
Large Minds are more enlarg'd by Me; 1389 
But juſtly I refuſe my /tighted Grace © (hrace. 
To proud aſſuming Fools, who curious Dreams em- 


 Whenfirſt in ManT fixt a Zrghr, 
A Spotleſs Sun his little World ſurveyd, 
By no diſtemper'd Organs Fumes decay 'd ; 
But Sin induc'd the gloomy N7zht. 
on Now 


OTE 
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' Now Reaſon oft an erring Guide appears, 
While o're Life's ſtormy Seas Faith only ſafely ſteers, 


Let Reaſon then preſume no more 1389 
. To fix Faith's Rule, or guide the wandring Mind, 
My Word I for that conſtant Rule deſign'd, 
But Faith's conducting Hand implore ; 
Where that thro Hell's dark Ambuſcadoes leads, 
Safe in his Maſter's ſteps the cautious Servant treads. 


Here in the Sacramental Feaſt 
Faith walks,. attended by her darling Love ; 
Both here in Beauty and in Strength improve, 
By Myſtick Ways and Means encreas'd. 
God, great, immenſe, can mighty Wonders do, 
Nor can the ſharpeſt Eyes bis cloudy Flights purſue. 
. 140O 
Had Man by Wit anatomiz'd 
My A&ions, or without a Veil had ſhown 
The dreadful Honours of my Glorious Throne, 
H'had ſoon my Glorious Throne deſpigd. 
He's not unutterably Great nor Wiſe, 


To ſhallow wordy Tongues, and unbelieving Eyes. 
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W hoſe Strength and Wiſdom plain and naked lies 


—————gt "_— —————_—_ 


The Charohes Hime after the Euchariſt. 


Lory be to God on high ! 
(; God who reigns above the Sky! 
| Great, Myſterious Majeſty ! 
May that Eternal Peace, which ſhone 
With radiant Beams about thy awful Throne, 
May ſhe on Golden Wings deſcend, 
And Her bleſt Influence extend 
Thro the rough Corners of the noiſy World, 
Late into impious Fars, and dark Confuſions hurl'd. 
Welcome ! welcome ſacred Love ! 
Welcome from thoſe Realms above ! 
Goodneſs, Kindneſs, Mercy, Light, 
O diſpel our gloomy Night ! 
Till, inclin'd to Vertue, we 
Only Loveand Live to Thee, 
We Bleſs Thee, We Praiſe Thee, 
In Anthems we raiſe Thee, 
In our daily Devotions , 
And, kneeling before Thee, 
We humbly adore thee, 
And, with Heavenly Motions, 
\ 
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Thy Glories we view, - 
And thy Service purſue, 
Till, on Extaſy*s Wings, 
We advance from the Springs, 
Till we flutter and dip on the fathomleſs Oceans, 
| Glorious God, Celeſtial King ! 
To Thee, O our Father Almighty !. we ſing. 
Feſus Lord, Eternal Son, 
Begot before the Birth of Time ! 
God above the Gods ſublime |! 
With thy Glorious Father One ! 
Teſus, Saviour ! condeſcending 
For a /anful World below ! 
Spotleſs Lamb! thy Blood expending 
To ſubdue our deadly Foe / 
Precious Sacrifice ! appointed 
Heavenly Anger to allay! 
Prophet, King and Prieſt anointed ! 
Thou who tak'ſt our Sins away ! 
O the Ways of Truth diſplay, - 
Lord ! and with a gentle Sway, 
Make our willing Hearts obey ! 
Mercy, Lord, we Mercy crave, 
O our Souls in Mercy ſave ! 
Thou who tak'ſt our Sins away, 
Bow, and hear thy Servants prays 
Mercy, Lord, &c, T hou 
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© Thou who tak'ſt our Sins away, 
: Lord, thy gracious Arms diſplay ! 
Hear, O bear thy Servants pray ! 
_ O Thou who ſittſt above the Sky, 
On Got?s right Hand exalted bigh, 
. Cloth'd with glorious Majeſty, 
Mercy, Lord, &c. 
Holineſs belongs to Thee : 
Holy, Holy, Holy, We, 
O Eternal Trinity, 
Sing out with Angel Quires, and ever /ing to Thee ! 
Thou, Holy Fefus, art our Lord alone, 
And with the Spirit, and with the Father One, 
Of One Immortal Throne poſleſt, 
And with «nited Praife, united Glories bleſt. 
' Amen, 


a. 
————_ 


Hee cecini Interpres, Chriſto Duce, & Auſpice Chriſts, 
Saucius ah Domini PeFus amore mei, 
Ut Laudes, Pater, ore tuas graviore canamus, 
In reſides Animos,. Spiritus Alme, vent! 
Amen. 


FINIS. 


